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ADVERTISEMENT. 


HE nen of pleaſure may reſort to ſcenes of riot and diſſipation 

- for amuſement; the man of reading may ſeek entertainment 
from the volumes of his library; the man of the world may travel 
into diſtant countries to acquire the knowledge of mankind at large; 
the man of ſcience may ſtudy the arts with aſſiduity and ſucceſs, and 
the philoſopher explore the wonders of nature with attention and de- 
light; but the man of ſerious reflection, will find a ſecret pleaſure, in 
often repairing to the 0 dormitory of his deceaſed friends and fel- 
low-creatures, 


T read the monuments, to weigb bis duſt, | 0 
Vifir the waults, and dwell among the tombs, 
Dz.. YouNG. 


Walks among the tombs have been often ſtiled a Pleaſing Melancholy; © 
to me they ever were ſo, and ever will be to the contemplative man, 
who is fond of indulging ſerious meditatiens on the ſhortneſs of life, 
the certainty of death, and the vanity and emptineſs of all ſublunary 
things, 


To wander thoughtful in a ruſtic burial place, amidſt the graves of 
the mouldering dead; far removed from the haunts of diſſipation and 
the ſtrife of tongues ; or attentively to ſurvey the ſculptur'd monu- 
ments, and read over the inſcriptions on the ancient walls, or within 
the filent cloyſters of a venerable cathedral; are employments ſuited to 
the taſte of the candidates for ſolitude and retirement, and naturally 
adapted to ſuggeſt improving reflections on that laſt great, ſolemn, and 
momentous change that muſt ere long take place on every ſon and 


daughter of Adam, when corruption ſhall put on incorruption, mortal, 
immortality, and time ſhall bs no more. 


— -- - 


” 
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HOWEVER imitations may not in the 

general, come up to, or equal the ori- 
ginals they are taken from, they ſtill may not 
be without ſome degree of merit, either in 


reſpect of ſubject, deſign, tendency, or uſeful- 


_—. | 
Imitation naturally implies, or evidences, 
three things. 

4. Having ſeen, heard, or read the original. 

2. An admiration of, or regard for it. 

3. A deſire, or endeavour, to reſemble or 
be like it, either in action, converſation, work- 
manſhip, or compoſition; all which muſt be 
included in copying a fine painting ; imitat- 


ing the ſpeech and conduct of a worthy per- 


ſon ; and following the ſtile and manner of 


* To imitate a wile original, copy a worthleſs character, or follow a 
bad example, is no proof of the imitator's wiſdom, judgment, or diſcern- 
ment, but a glaring evidence of his want of each. 


an 


1 
an admired Author. The laſt of theſe is what 
the writer of this Treatiſe has attempted in the 
enſuing pages, with what propriety and ſuc- 
ceſs, muſt be left to the judgment and deter- 
mination of the ſerious and diſcerning reader. 
LE hough the language of Hervey's medita- 
tions may be accounted by fome too florid for 
common converſation, and abounding with 
redundant epithets, ſtill it muſt be generally 
acknowledged to be pleaſing in the reading, 
and has evidently been acceptable to thou- 
ſands, from their extenſive ſale; the ſubject 
matter of them is truly intereſting and im- 
portant; and well deſerves the ſerious atten- 
tion and regard of all; if fo, an imitation of 
the ſtile and matter of them cannot but have 
this merit, being copied from a good and ap- 
proved original. 


Jobn Street, April 21, 1792. | G. W. 


R UU EM x. 


A walk in a country church-yard on a ſummer's evening; re- 


fections occaſioned by a ſurvey of the graves it contained; 
— an intereſting quotation from Blair's grave ;—medita- 
tions on the brevity of human life ;—death equally the 
lot of all; —reflections on the death of infants ;—Melodia's 
death and epitaph ;—Alcander, a hapleſs youth ;—his me- 
lancholy end ;—remarks ſuggeſted by a view of his tomb; 


—ſun-fſet ;—moon-light z=—poetical deſcriptions of noctur- 


nal beauties from Addiſon and Broome; — Thymander, 
a hopeful young man; his life and death ;—PFlorianthus, 
a debauchee;—his pathetic addreſs to his ſiſter juſt before his 


death ;—refleions on his miſerable exit ;—ſleep, an emblem 


of death ;—Eliza's death ;—the author's wife ;—elegiac 
lines on her deceaſe ;—Theander's life and death ;—a 
profligate ;= Amanda's triumphant diſſolution ;—remarks 
on part of the burial ſervice ;—ſelet epitaphs on infants ;—=» 
reflections ſuggeſted by them ;—concluding with earneſt ex- 
hortations to be always ready for our laſt great change, 
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PLEASING MELANCHOLY); 
OR, A 
WALK AMONG THE TOMBS. 


What is this world ? A burial place unwall'd; 
Where is the duſt that has not been alive ? 
Whole buried towns ſupport the dancer's heel. 
Dr, YounG, 


SO 


ON a late viſit to a friend in the country, I was invited 
by the ſineneſs of the weather, and variegated beauties of 
the adjacent fields, to take a ſolitary walk; a walk among 
the calm and undiſturbed abodes of rural nature, to enjoy 
the inſtructive pleaſures of ſylvan contemplation ; while 
day's great regent, in all the grandeur of an Eaſtern 
prince, was ſlowly deſcending down the weſtern ſkies*. 
Strolling along the verdant meads, which were ena- 
melled with flowers of every hue ; and agreeably enter- 
tained with the twittering veſpers of the aerial choir; I 


*The buſineſs of the day diſpatched, and the ſultry heats abated, 
invited me to the recreation of a walk; a walk in one of the fineſt 
receſſes of the country, and in one of the moſt pleaſant evenings which 
the ſummer ſeaſon produced. 


Hervey's Meditations in a Flower Garden. 


B | came 


— ͤ— — 
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23% 
came to a neighbouring church; deſirous of indulging a 
pleaſing melancholy, I took a ferious turn among the 
tombs around the ancient walls ; and attentively peruſed 
the inſcriptions preſented to my view *. 


How intereſting and important are the leſſons taught 


by a walk. among the graves of deceaſed fellow mor- 
tals! how neceſſary the reflection for me—for all—I 
MUST SHORTLY DIE! How truly wiſe, to prepare for 
the folemn change, and be in conſtant readineſs to ap- 
pear before God, the Judge of quick and dead! knowing 
the dictates of ſacred inſpiration proclaim this awful 
truth, I is appointed unto man once to die, and after this 
the judgment +. 

I ſoon mult put off the veſture of mortality, and be a 
deniſon of another and an eternal world, where time, 
death, corruption, and decay, will be known no more for 
ever. Tremendous thought! Well may the poet ſay, 


If death was nothing, and nought after death ; 


8 then might the debauchee 
Untrembling mouth the heavens - - - - 
= - - =- - but if there is an Hereafter, 


And that there is, conſcience uninfluenc'd, 


Mr. Hervey with great propriety and beauty ſtiles the tomb-ſtones 
of the ruſtic villager and cottage ſwain, the only remaining truſtees of 


their memory; while the tombs of the great and noble ſerve to confirm 


Dr. Young's remark in his Night Thoughts, 


Earth's higheſt tation ends in bere be lies, 
And duſt to duſt concludes her nobleſt ſong. 


7 Hebrews ix. 27. 


And. 


r 
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And ſaffer*d to ſpeak out, tells every man, 
Then muſt it be an awful thing to die. 


BLAIR's GRAVE. 


Life, even at the longeſt, is but ſhort, compared to 
that eternal exiſtence I am haſtening to, and put in com- 
petition with the never-ending ages of futurity beyond 
the grave — yes, O my ſoul! the period of thy con- 
tinuance here below, in the frail tenement of fleſh and 
blood, is as tranſitory as it is uncertain— | 


A ſpan is all that we can boaſt ; 
An inch or two of time; 
Man is but vanity and duſt 
In all his flow'r and prime. 
DR. War rs. 


The innocence of childhood, bloom of youth, vigour 
of manhood, and ſagacity of age, are equally expoſed, 
and frequently fall a prey, to the ſhafts of all-conquering 
death ; our enjoyments, however pleaſing; our relations, 
however dear; our mercies, however valuable; and our 
poſſeſſions, however great; all, all muſt ere long leave us, 
or we them, and the words of Solomon be the experience 
of our laſt moments, 4s he came forth of his mother”s 
womb, naked ſhall he return to go as he came; and ſhall take 
nothing of his labour, which he may carry away in his 
bande. While our departure into the world of ſpirits, 
deſtitute of every earthly tie, will corroborate the in- 


* Ecclef, v. 15. Job i, 21. Pal, xlix. 17. 
B 2 ſpired 


| ſpired aſſertion of St. Paul, Ve brought nothing into this 
| eworld, and it is certain wwe ſhall carry nothing out . 
| | An engaging child, the object of a parent's fondeft 
| hopes, the darling of his warmeſt wiſhes, and chief deſire 
of his eyes, is, it may be, ſuddenly ſnatched away from 
| _the embraces of a tender father, an indulgent mother, 
| and weeping friends; the flower juſt blown is ſuddenly 
| cropt by the chill hand of death +, to diffuſe its ſweetneſs, 
| and adorn with unfading beauty, the -paradiſe of God; 
1 confirming the animating and ſcriptural reflection of a 
14 late faichful herald of the Prince of Peace. 


| 
| +. £489 


The dear delights we here enjoy, 

And fondly. call our own, f 
Are but ſhort comforts, borrow'd now 4 
To be repaid anon. | Z 


?Tis God who lifts our comforts high, ; 

And ſinks them in the grave; | 1 

[i He gives, and bleſſed be his name, ' 
I | He takes but what he gave. DR. War rs. 


— —— — 


To part with our comforts as ſoon almoſt as we receive 
them, to be deprived of endearing relatives, or friends, 
after but a few years enjoy ment of their company and 
converſe, are no ſmall trials of our faith, patience and 


= 
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| 1 | * 1 Tim. vi. 7. 


+ Know theſe great truths ye rich and poor, 
| Life is uncertain, death is ſure ; 


| All things below mult ſoon decay, 
Both heav'n and earth muſt paſs away; 
But after death, there will remain 
Two endleſs ſtates of bliſs and pain, 


—__p ———————————————— 


reſignas 


C87 1 

2 Jl 1 - reſignation, and cannot but excite-our grief, and melt us 
into tears; the ties of nature, and the bands of amity, 
mutually conſpire on ſuch bereaving diſpenſations, to 
provoke our ſorrow, and embitter the remembrance of 
the dear deceaſed.— Ves, methinks, I hear Sobrina, the 
weeping fair one ſay, you ſpeak the tender feelings of 


my heart, and expreſs the griet- -taught language of my 
very ſoul, for oh! my dear, much loved and improving 


friend, Melodia's dead; on whoſe ſepulchral ſtone the fol- 
lowing remarkable lines are engraven, 


In early life ſhe wiſely ſought her God, 

And with ſubmiſſion bore his chaſt'ning rod; 
Taught by his Spirit, ſhe his truths rever'd, 

While faith in Chriſt, her dying moments chear'd. 
Thus bleſt with grace which heav 'n alone could give, 
She learn'd to die ere thouſands learn to live *, 


Lines 


* — " n " CONE ITT N bd 2H 1 2 1 ot » 4 
- 83 23K tel "47 tn bb 2 "FX 5 . bs... "a EL 0 he. p att * gg , — wo * 
2 £2 7 1 2 * 12 4 83 n 1 A v . 5 | WE © 3 —_ 5 3 x 2 TI” 33 5. 3 — 4 : 
L — . "x # 
4 o _ - 
* — 7 * 3 . : * a 1 5 — N * 
> , — — : * — I; Cain. 2 4 8 * 2 C 4 


: * This epitaph, as it demands univerſal attention and regard, may 
% . . 

3 with great propriety be maturely conſidered, and according to its mo- 
] 1 ment and importance, recommended to the notice and remembrance 
2 , of all. | 

„ In early life ſhe wiſely ſought ber Cod. 


— 


According to the declaration of God himſelf, under the character of 
Wiſdom, in Prov. viii. 17. I love them that love me, and them that 
Seek me early ſhall find me. She began in the morning of her days to 
love and ſeek Him, of whom ſhe was (according to his gracious pro- 
miſe) both loved and found; O how happy are the parents of good 
and pious children, who fear the Lord betimes! they view them with 
delight, as the objects of the Almighty's favour, and interefted in his 
dearly beloved Son, Jeſus Chriſt ; who, when on earth, took ſuch into 
his arms, and bleſſed them, ſaying, Suffer little children to come unto me 
and ferbid them not, for of ſuch is the kingdom of God, Mark x. 14. 
Thrice 
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(46+) 
Lines happily expreſſive, of that genuine piety, ſhe 770 
_ evidenced while but a child in years; and at the ſame 
[ time beautifully deſcriptive of that peace, reſignation, MW 


Thrice happy youths! who walk in wiſdom's ways, and find them 

| | pleaſantneſs ; and experience all her paths to be truly paths of peace. 

And with ſubmiſſion bore bis chaſtening rod. 3 

: Melodia, though under eighteen years of age at the time ſhe died, 
had been long acquainted with trouble, and for ſeveral years a patient 
"exemplary ſcholar in affliction's ſchool ; ſhe had by painful experience 
learned that melancholy truth, that every age is equally expoſed to the 
attacks of diſeaſe, and pain (in common) the inheritance of mortality; 
but at the ſame time ſhe was taught to bow with reſignation to the 
dealings of heaven, well aſſured that all things work together for good 
to them who love God; and e'en croſſes from his Sovereign hand, are 
bleſſings in diſguiſe. | 

TT Taught by bis Spirit ſhe bis truths revered, 


% £X; 2 Pry” 
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r 


1 0 
| 1 | Timothy like, ſhe loved the Sacred Scriptures from the time ſhe firſt 
eould read them; enlightened by the ſame Spirit who endited them, 
ſhe happily felt the power of divine truth upon her heart, and took 
the word for a light unto ber feet, and a lamp unto ber paths, 


| While faith in Chriſt ber dieing moments chear'd, 

Her hopes of ſalvation were founded on the rock Chriſt, and ſhe be- 
lieved in Him alone, who is the reſurrection and the life, in whom 
ewhoſcever believeth ſhall live though be die. Aſſured of this, ſhe enjoyed 


ſolid comfort in the views of death, while a lively faith in the Saviour 
of the world ſupported her ſoul above the fears of diſſolution. 


F 


| | Thus bleſſed with grace which beav'n alone could give, 


| She was a partaker of that grace which is the gift of God, and puri- 
bo fieth the heart; and ſhe evidenced it by redeeming her time, living to 
| | the Lord, and preparing for her latter end, which is ſuitably expreſſed 
tl 1 in the cloſe of the epitaph, as the ſtudy and purſuit of but very few, 
I eſpecially among the younger part of mankind, 


She learned to die ere thouſands learn to live, 


and 
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and believing triumph, which ſo eminently accompanied 
her departure into a world of ſpirits—— 
We meet to part, ſaid a good man to Sobrina, on her 


- mourning the death of a pious and amiable friend, but, 


added for her conſolation, and part to meet again. It is 
this latter truth which ſweetens the bitter cup in taking a 
laſt farewell of thoſe we dearly love, while the promiſes 
of the EVERLASTING Gos EL chear the expiring Chriſ- 
tian in the article of death, light up the dreary vale, and 
teach him to rejoice even on the verge of immortality, 
in the language of the Royal Pſalmiſt, Yea, though I walk 
through the valley of the ſhadow of death, I will fear no 
evil, for thou art with me, thy rod and thy flaff they comfort 
me | 

But what ſays yonder ſtone, which ſeems but lately 
placed among theſe faithful regiſters of human frailty? Let 
me draw near, and read 


My fleſh ſhall lumber in the ground, 
Til the laſt trumpet”s joyful found ; 
T hen burſt the chains with ſweet ſurprize, 


And in my Saviour image riſe. 


In memory of a woman in the prime of life, the mo- 
ther of ſeven children, who all ſurvive her, to mourn 
her loſs with him who lately ſhared in all her joys, and 
made her griefs his own ; kind heaven! with pity view 
the widower's tears, and hear the orphan's cries. What 


an affecting and melancholy ſtroke was this! 


Say 


(CN 
Say; ye bleſt partners of a mutual love! 
Who know no happineſs, and feel no Fal 
But what each other ſhare 


How . diſtreſſing muſt be ſuch a Pro- 
vidence, and how deeply felt by the ſurviving parent +! 


but even here, on ſuch a trying diſpenſation, and under 


ſuch afflictive circumſtances, religion can apply the balm of 
ſoul- reviving conſolation; and in the mĩdſt of the greateſt 
ſorrows cauſe the real Chriſtian to rejoice, with a joy 


which 1s :»/peakable and full of glory 1. 
Alas! how ſhort, unſtable, and precarious is all earthly 


bliſs ; behold the favourites of fortune, the ſons of afflu- 
ence, or the heirs to royalty and kingdoms, envied, flat- 
tered, and careſſed by all around them; view them re- 
velling in the lap of pleaſure, loſt in the labyrinths of 
amuſement and diſſipation, or hurried forwards by the im- 
pulſes of appetite and paſſion; and ſay, ye ſober and diſ- 
cerning candidates for rational and permanent felicity, can 


theſe be ſtiled truly happy, even during the ſhort time they 


are purſuing happineſs? No; conſcience, in the moments 
of ſolitude and recollection will declare their folly, and 
ſting them to the heart, — 

Allcander, hapleſs youth! was late a ſtrenuous advocate 
for ſenſual joys; he often ſought to drown reflection, 


* Solitary Walks. 
+ Dr. Young juſtly obſerves, when ſuch friends part, it is the 


ſurvivor dies. 4 1 Peter i. 8. 


When dire diſeaſe obſtructs the lab*ring breath, 
When the heart ſickens, and each pulſe is death 
E'en then Religion ſhall ſuſtain the juſt, 

Grace their laſt moments, nor deſert their duſt, 


whelmed 
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whelmed in the fames of intoxication, or wallowing in 
the mire of licentiouſneſs; poſſeſſed of riches, allied to no- 
bility, enſlaved by pride, and a dupe to vicious gratificati- 
ons, he was at the ſame time an object both of pity and ab- 
horrence. Repairing one evening, as was his conſtant prac- 
tice,tothe lodgings ofa female wanton, he met with a bro- 
ther candidate for vice *; a diſpute aroſe and terminated in 
a challenge; the conſequence of which was, a wound in his 
left ſide. He was conveyed home with little hopes of life, 
but ſtill utterly unwilling to admit the moſt diſtant thoughts 
of death. Aſſiſtance was at hand to preſcribe, attend to, 
and perform whatever was thought neceſſary on fo melan- 
choly an occaſion ; all the means were made uſe of as 
could poſſibly be deviſed to heal and cure, while poor 
Alcander in vain expreſſed the greateſt folicitations, 
though in excruciating pain, to continue on the preſent 
ſtage of exiſtence, and eſcape the fatal effects of his raſh- 
neſs and imprudence.— Before the next evening he died in 
great agonies, inſenſible to every thing but the pains of 
diſſolving nature. 

How great the folly of ſuch thoughtleſs and diſſipated 
youths | how dreadful their end! and how tremendous the 
ſentence, which muſt inevitably be pronounced upon them 


at the laſt great aſſize, in the ears of an aſſembled world! 


Alas ! what enemies the young and gay too generally are 
to their beſt intereſts, their immortal ſouls, and their ever. 
laſting welfare! Oh that they were wiſe, might not only be 
with great propriety the language of Moſes concerning 


* See the Rural Chriſtian, Book the third, the death of Cleander. 


EE Iſrael 


410 | 
Tfracl of old , but of every well wiſher to the riſing 
generation in the preſent day +. 


Did the ſons and daughters of mortality more ſeriouſly, 
as well as frequently meditate on what they were haſten- 


ing tot, and where they muſt eternally exiſt when time 


ſhall be no more, either in a ſtate of endleſs joy or woe, 
according to their principles and practice upon earth ||, 
they would be more circumſpect in their conduct; and if 
happily influenced by divine grace, their actions would be 
chiefly aimed at, and terminate in the glory of God, the 
good of their own ſouls, and the benefit of their fellow 
creatures 

But while I am meditating on theſe important ſubjects, 


lo! the great Ruler of the day in ſolemn pomp leaves our 
- hemiſphere, to twilight gray, and eyening's dewy ſhades ; 


while 1 in the. eaſtern ſkies, the moon, pale empreſs of the 
night, breaks out among the ſilver- ſcirted clouds, and 


madowy ſets off the face of things ; reminding me of 


thoſe beautiful lines of Mr. Addiſon's ; 


* Deut. xxxii. 29, 
+ See Hervey's illuſtration of this text in his Meditations among | 
the Tombs, ; 
} All ſhould be prophets to themſelves, foreſee 
Their future fate ; z their future fate foretell; 
| . THOUGHTS, 
j Ifai. lix. 18. Rev. xxii. 12. 5 Gen. i. 16. 
— — — The moon 
Rifiog in cloudy majeſty, at length 
Unveil'd with peerleſs light; 
She o'er the dark her filver mantle threw, 
And in her pale dominions check'd the night, MI ron, 


Soon 


6 

Soon as the evening ſhades prevail, 
The moon takes up the wond”rous tale, 
And nightly to the liſtening earth, 
Repeats the ſtory of her birth; 
While all the ſtars that round her burn, 
And all tlie planets in their turn, 
Proclaim the tidings as they roll, 
And ſpread the truth from pole to pole. 


The ſtillneſs of univerſal nature at this folemn hour, 
and the ſerene beauties of a moon- light night, have fur- 
niſhed the pens of the greateſt writers, with lively deſcrip- 
tions, and the moſt agreeable painting; the diſtant views 
of the country now are ſeen no more , but gradu- 
ally give place to proſpects near at hand. A late emi- 
nent writer thus happily pourtrays the ſcene I now behold. 


The moon, as day- light fades, 
Lifts her broad circle in the deepening ſhades ; 
Array'd in glory, and enthron'd in light, 
She breaks the ſolemn terrors of the night : 
Now in decreaſe by ſlow degrees ſhe ſhrouds, 
Her fading luſtre in a veil of clouds; | 
Now at increaſe her gathering beams diſplay, 
A blaze of light, and give a paler day. BROOME. 


An inward tremor is naturally excited by walking in a 
church-yard after day-light is withdrawn : nature ſhudders 
even in the moſt courageous, when left penſive and alone 


* Now glimm'ring landſcapes fade upon the fight, 
And all the air a ſolemn illneſs holds; 
Save where the beetle wheels its drony flight, 


And drowzy tinklings lull the diſtant fold. Gxav. 
| C2 | among 


2 


among the graves and tomb - ſtones of the flent dead; and 


the moſt diſtant: thought of a ghoſt appearing in ſuch a 
place and time as this, cauſes a ſecret fear and trepidation 
to ſeize the animal ſpirits, and run through the human 


frame. But what is there to fear? alas l nothing worſe 
than myſelf. It is true, idle ſtories have been too induſ- 


triouſly propagated and believed, of the appearance of 
departed ſpirits in ſuch abodes as this *; young people 
eſpecially attentively hear, and with eagerneſs relate ac- 
counts of this kind, to the terror of their juvenile ac- 


quaintance, and their own diſmay. In my opinion, it is 
our greateſt wiſdom truly to fear God, and then we need 
not fear any one beſides 4; for the angel of the Lord in- 
campeth round - about them that fear him, and delivereth 
them t; and as all nature is at Gcd's command, we may 
reſt aſſured, he will permit nothing to happen to his 
people, but, what ſhall eventually ſabſerve his own. glory, 


and their eternal goody. 


* In each low mind methinks a ſpirit calls, 
And more than echoes ſtalk along the walls. Porz. 


+ See Hervey, on Night, page 204. 


T Pſalm zwxaive 7. 

5 Rom, viii. 28. The apoſtle does not leave it to a. mere perad- 
venture, or the bare hope that all things may, or ſhall at ſ.me future 
period, work. together for the good of them that love God, but he 
declares they du ſo now, at the preſent time; and leſt any one 
ſhould reply, may not the apofile be too peremptory in his aſſertion 
here, and afficm that to be true, which he only wiſhed or hoped 
might be ſo ?: he confidently ſays, and we know (beyond a doubt) 
that this is a truth as uncontrovertible (as if St. Paul had ſaid) as 
the being of God himſelf, or our own exiſtence, 


Perſuaded 


( 13 ) 

Perſuaded- of the care and protection of Omnipotence, 
and deſirous of further exploring the ſepulchral records 
of mortality in this ſylvan burying place, aſſiſted by the 
light of the full · orbed moon, I proceed pn my pleaſing 
melancholy taſk, and find new matter for ſerious. reflec- 
tion, every grave I come to, and from every epitaph I 
read. On yonder ſtone the following lines appear: Here 
lies the body of , a loving wife, a tender mother, and 
a real friend, aged 24, together with zbnes of her children. 


This life's a dream, and all things ſhow it, 
I thought ſo once, but now I 4now it. 


On what a frail uncertain baſe x are man's fond hopes 
of earthly bliſs too often built! the youthful root and 
tender branches plucked up and broken of by death's 
cold withering hand, are here depoſited, to mingle as 
they moulder into native duſt. She who ſeemed formed 
to. alleviate the ſorrows, or heighten the felicity of con- 
nubial life; and the little innocents who. in time might 
have ſoftened the fatigues of honeft induſtry, or ſhared 
in the management of domeſtic cares, being ſnatched 
from the boſom of an indulgent huſband, and the arms 
of parental love, are become the melancholy ſources of 
heartfelt, but unavailing grief. Hence let me learn this 

uſeful and important leflon, while I adore the gracious 


] have often thought of the truth and propriety of Dr, Young's 
ſentiment, reſpeQing the life that now is; 
Life glides away, Lorenzo! like a Grant, 
For ever changing, unperc etw d the change. 
Naant Troucn 8. 


Giver 


— — — 2 
- 


CC ]⏑“¹1. 


5 E 
Giver of every earthly comfort, to hold the gifts with a 
trembling hand, knowing all-I enjoy in the preſent ſtate 
is but lent for a little while, to be returned with reſigna- 
tion, whenever: God ſees fit to require it at my hands . 
Thymander, hopeful youth! late the joy and comfort 


of his widowed mother, who viewed his growing virtues 


with peculiar pleaſure and delight, was, by choice, educat- 


ing for the paſtoral office of an herald of the Prince of 


Peace. He had juſt compleated his rwenty-ſecond year, 
and given ſome flattering ſpecimens of his promiſing 
abilities for the ſolemn and important work, when the 
Great Lord of the vineyard ſaw fit to tranſplant him out 
of the church militant into the church triumphant, by a 
deep decline. He found himſelf inwardly decaying for 
ſeveral weeks before he died ; and evidently appeared to 
all around, ſwiftly haſtening to an exchange of worlds: 
his ſurviving parent, urged by maternal fondneſs, fre- 
quently exhorted him to lay aſide his defign of continu- 
ing in the miniſtry, on account of the weakneſs of his 
conſtitution, occaſioned by the rapid progreſs of his diſ- 
eaſe; but zealouſly concerned for the intereſt of Jeſus 
Chriſt, and the good of immortal ſouls, he could not 
admit the thought of abating his fervour in ſo good a 
cauſe, or quitting the public ſervice of ſo good a Maſter, 
but rather wiſhed to ſpend, and be ſpent therein, till he 
ſhould be filenced by the hand of death, and ſummonſed 
to r2new, with immortal vigour in glory, the feeble ſongs 


* All the good things we receive at the hands of the Almighty 
reſpecting the preſent ſtate, muſt be given up at death, if not re- 
quired of us before; therefore let us ever be as willing to part with, 
as we were to receive them, 


of 
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( 15 ) 
of praiſe he had began on earth. His laſt diſcourſe was 
from Job's intereſting queſtion, F a man die, ſhall be 
live again | 
He was happily reſigned to the will of God, and in his 
latter moments, when heart and fleſtv were failing, and 
unbelieving fears aroſe to diſtreis his ſoul, he was enabled 


to ſay with David, Why art thou caft down, O my foul, and 


avhy art thou diſuieted within me? Hope thou in God, for 
1 ſhall yet praiſe him, who is the health of my countenance 


and my God t; and died a few minutes after, rejoicing 


in the comfortable aſſurance that his Redeemer liveth, and 
ſpall ſtand at the latter day upon the earth; and though after 
his ſkin worms deſtroyed his body, yet in his fleſh he ſhould ſee 
God, whom he ſhould fee for himſelf and not another, though 
his reins be conſumed within him. On his tomb-ſtone are 


the following lines, written by a ſympathiſing friend: 


„ Thrice happy youth! thou now canſt tell, 
s What pleaſures with thy Saviour dwell; 
«« What joys are for the ſaints in ſtore, 

46% At God's right hand for evermore t.“ 


Well may it be declared by divine inſpiration, Biasca 
are the dead that die in the Lord; and well might Balaam 


* Job xiv. 14. However this interrogation may lead ſome to 
apprehend Job had his doubts reſpecting a future ſtate, or a life to 


come, it is evidently a groſs miſtake, and readily proved frum his 
triumphant language in the proſpect of his latter end approaching, 
recorded in the 19th chapter of his Book, and 26th verſe. 


F Pſalm xlii. 11. 1 Solitary Walks, 


wiſh 
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wiſh to die the death of the righteous, 2 laft end to be 
like his *; for the apoſtle Paul very juſtly obſerves, not 
only reſpeting himſelf, but. every true believer in Jeſus, 
10 die is gain + ; therefore with a hope full of immortality 
does he triumph in the reflection on the nature and cer- 
tainty of his approaching change, ſaying, O death, where 


4s thy fling? O grave, where is thy widery ? and joyfully 


add, thanks be to God, who giveth us the victory, through 
our Lord Feſus Chrift 4 . However terrible death may ap- 
pear to the wicked and ungodly, attended with the pun- 
gent ſtings of a guilty conſcience, and all the horrors of 
ſclf-condemnation and deſpair ; yet the real Chriſtian, 
whoſe truſt and confidence is in a faithful God and Sa- 
viour, may joyfully welcome his laſt ſummons to depart, 
knowing he ſhall be with Chriſt, which is beſt of all $. 
Florianthus, the eldeſt ſon of a late eminent merchant, 
and the heir of his vices, as well as his Hate; after having 
ſpent ſeveral years, and the greateſt part of his fortune in 
the alluring paths of forbidden pleaſures, regardleſs of 
his Maker, enſlaved by his paſſions, and an utter ſtranger 
to reflection; was a few months ago laid on a ſick bed by 
a violent cold, which terminated in a putrid fever, and in 
three days ended his diſſipated life. 
About two hours before he died, he was in great anguiſh ; 
and being ſenſible he was near his end, thus addreſſed his 
ſiſter, an amiable young woman, who was ſitting by the 
| bed-fide :—* Oh ſiſter! I feel excruciating pain; my mind, 


Numb. xxiii. 10. 


F Philip, i. 21. 1 1 Corin. KV. 555 57. 
§ Philip, i. 3. 


as 


PILES (1 
4 as well as Body, is on the rack: I'm all but in Bel! . 
« Oh pity and pray for me, my dear Maria; you know 
« not, nor can I expreſs the agonies I now labour under. — 
J hope my dear mother will forgive my paſt miſcon- 
« duct; ſhe often warned me, and you kindly ſeconded her 
cc admonitions, but I turned a deaf ear to your advice, 
„ and was wilfully blind to the charms of piety and vir- 
ce tue. Though early inſtructed in my duty to God, my 
«« own ſoul, and my fellow creatures, I have wilfully ſinned 


- = againſt the dictates of conſcience, and the precepts of 
f «« the beſt of parents. 

„ = « Oh, God, forgive me, if it is not too late.“ 

- = He would have faid more, but his reaſon left him, 
„ through increaſing agonies; and he continued raving till 

he expired. 

u - How juſt js that well-known proverb, he who fwims in ſin 
; Hall fink in forrow. How careful ought we then to be, of 
1 improving the health, time, talents, and opportunities we en- 
f joy at preſent, in laying ourſelves out daily, to 4% good, 
r get good, and be good, that all things may work together 
7 for our temporal, ſpiritual, and eternal good, under the 
2 bleſſing of heaven, and approbation of the Mos r Hi oH. 


The melancholy end of Florianthus is a glaring evi- 
dence of their egregious folly, who live in pleaſure and 
diſfipation, regardleſs of every thing truly worthy the 
notice and attention of candidates for immortality ; while 
at the ſame time it enforces the propriety of imbib- 


oy” | UD. ww 290 » 


#* Pmloſt for ever; whither ſhall I fly? 
I want a Saviour, but no friend is nigh 3 
See Altamont's death in the 
Rural Chriſtian B, 3d. 
* | + Romans viii, 28. 


D ing 
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ing the pious admonitions of a modern writer, expreſſed 
in the following lines: XN, 


% 


Deluded mortal ! flee the baits of ſenſe, 

Purſue not pleaſure at your ſous expence ; 

Think on the ſhortneſs of the preſent ſtate, 
Prepare in time to meet approaching fate, c 
For oh! the dang'rous folly, to be wiſe too late . 


Death juſtly may be Riled the king of terrors to that 


man, who has ſpent his life in purſuing the honours, iplea- 
ſures, and diverſions of time and ſenſe, entirely forgetful 
of the ſolemn and momentous concerns of his never-dying 
ſoul, Yes; methinks I hear rich Dives ſay, I found him 
ſo indeed + ; when on the verge of the grave, and in the 


views of an approaching day of final retribution, how 


may we naturally ſuppoſe was he terrified and alarmed at 
his own foreboding apprehenſions of where he was going, 
and what ſhould be his portion in a future ſtate and world. 

It has been frequently obſerved they fear death moſt 
when he arrives, who think upon him leaſt before he 
comes; therefore it was ſaid by Dr, Young, 


*The laſt expreſſions of Florianthus are no bad comment upon 


the folly of thoſe who depend on, and put every thing off to a 


death- bed repentance. I would not have any one ſuppoſe that ſuch 
repentance cannot be fincere or acceptable to God, which a perſon 
may diſcover in the near views of an eternal world; but I wiſh no one 
to hazard the welfare of his immortal ſoul, or put off the thoughts 
of amendment and reformation, upon the uncertain hope of having 
time enough before him for repentance ; for who can tell what a day 
or an hour may bring forth? Now is the accepted time; new is the day 
of ſal vation. Heb. iii. 13. 2 Cor. vi. 2. 
+ Luke xvi. 22, 23. 


The 


(w) 
The thought of death alone the fear deſtroys. 


NioRT TrHovcHTs. 


Seriouſly to refleR on our latter end; frequently to 
think on what we are, and what we ſhortly muſt be ; daily 


to meditate on that eternal world which death opens into, 


is our duty as well as privilege, and may, when ſent home 
| to the conſcience, by the bleſſed Spirit of God, tend to 
wean us more from things temporal, and lead us to 
ſeek thoſe things which are eternal ?; how happy he who 
fearleſs treads the dreary vale of death +! 

How calm the air! how fill are all things round me! 


not a breeze ſhakes the leaves! nature is retired to reſt ; | 
the flocks to their graſſy couch, the ſongſters of the 


groves to their leafy beds, and man to his downy pillow, 


Night, fable goddeſs ! from her ebon throne, 
In rayleſs majeſty now ſtretches forth 

Her leaden ſceptre o'er a ſlumb'ring world; 

Silence how dead and darkneſs how profound! 

Nor eye, nor liſt' ning ear an object finds, 

Creatior. ſleeps 


But what is fleep? an emblem of death Z; and what is 


It was juſtly obſerved by a late writer, that a ſerious look at 
things temporal, looks them into nothing. All, all on earth is ſha- 
dow; all beyond is ſubſtance. _ NicxT Txovenrs. 

+ How inexpreſſibly happy muſt that Chriſtian be, who can join 
with David in the views of diffolution, in ſaying, Though I walk 
through the walley of the ſhadow of death, I will fear no evil, for 


thou art with me; thy rod and thy af they comfort me, Pſalm 
xxili. 4. 


t Welcome ſweet ſleep death's image | to thine arms I fly; 
Pleas'd without life to live, glad without death to die, 


D 2 1 the 


„ 
the bed · room? but an anti · chamber to the grave (Alas! 
how frequently am I reminded of theſe awful truths, by 
the funerals of my neighbours, relatives. or friends 3 
one falls on my right hand, another on my left; one is 
ſnatched away by a ſudden ſtroke ; while another is gra- 


| dually taken off by a lingering diſeaſe. Thus cireum- 


ſtanced, I look on myſelf as a ſoldier in the field of bat- 
tle, where thouſands are falling on every fide, and I my- 
ſelf every moment expecting the fatal wound; may the 
Lord of his infinite mercy and grace, prepare me and all 
my readers for the awful ſummons, come when it will, and 
grant us at laſt, through the merits and interceſſion of his 


dear Son, an abundant admittance into his kingdom and 


glory. 
The pious and amiable Eliza, the late dear partner of 
my life, a few weeks fince, was called from earth to hea- 
ven, in the 38th year of her age f; a melancholy proof 
how 
# The knell which ſounds my neighbour's fall, 
Speaſts death to me, to you; to all, Sol T AAT Walxs, 
+. Another day thou may'ſt not fee, | 
Prepare then for eternity. 
* The following Elegiac ſines were compoſed on her ficknefs and 
| deceaſe. | ; 
How ſhort is life ! how frail is man ! 
Our time on earth is but a ſpan ; 
A few more troubles, doubts and fears, 
A few more ſorrows, groans and tears; 
And all ſhall be forever o'er, 
And pain and ſorrow known no more; 
The deathleſs foul ſhail wing its way, 
To regions of eternal day ; 
. To fing with kindred ſaints above, 
The wonders of redeeming love. 
| . Whilt 


621 
how ineffectual real worth, true piety, and the pureſt man- 
ners are to efrape the lingering agonies of diſſolv ing na- 
ture, or retard the fatal ſtroke of all- ſubduing death. 
She was truly a dutiful wife, a tender mother, and a fin- 
cere bat retired Chriſtian; one who made it her daily 
ſtudy and concern to be weaned from the world, and pre- 
pared for leaving it; and could juſtly ſay in her lateſt mo- 
ments, Death has no fears for me. 

Well may we aſk, with an inſpired writer, what is If 
and readily join with him in declaring, it is ever a vapour, 
that appeareth for & little wohile, and then wanifheth auiny® . 
What is the longeſt life, compared with the endleſs ages of 
eternity ? but like a few drops tothe ocean, or a few grains 


Whilſ in the grave, the body lies, 
Till the laſt trumpet ſounds, ariſe , 
Then foul and body join'd, ſhall raife, 
To God, a fong of endleſs praiſe. | 
But hark ! methinks ſome groans I hear, 
Which ſeem to tell me, death is near; 
Alas! the melancholy news is ſpready 
The pious ſaint, the dear Eliza's dead. 
Heav'n knew her matchleſs worth, and heav'n alone 
Snateh'd her from earth, and claim'd her as its dn. 
+ What tongue the feelings of my heart can tell? 
Now call'd by heaven, to take my laſt fate well.. 
Farreuril, thou late dear partner of my life 
Farewell, thou dutiful and virtuous wife; 
Thou kind companion, and thou faithful friend, 
Belov'd thro? life, lamented in thine end. 
Farewell, dear object of my warmeſt love, 
Saints hail thee welcome to the realms above ; 
There may 1 meet thee after death, to dwell 
At God's right hand; till then, dear ſaint, farewell, 
* James iv. 14. 
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of ſand to the countleſs millions which appear on the ſea 
ſhore; and yet, alas! how fond we are of this preſent 
tranſitory ſtate and world! How do the greateſt part of 
mankind trifle away their time, without beſtowing a 
thought upon that eternity into which they are daily haſt- 


| ening *! the pleaſures, riches and honours. of the world, 
are the idols which are moſt devoutly worſhipped by men 
in general, while all beſides is accounted enthuſiaſm, or 


ridiculed as folly. 
A few days ago Serena, a young lady of 8 and 


fortune, in her twenty-third year, was torn by the enemy 


of nature, from the arms of an indulgent parent, and of 
2 family, by whom ſhe was almoſt adored. To accom- 
pliſh her perſon, and cultivate her mind, every endeavour 


had been uſed; and they had been attended with that 


ſucceſs, which they generally meet with, when not un- 


happily prevented by a miſtaken fondneſs, or youthful 


inconſideration. 

Few young ladies have attracted more admiration 
than Serena; none ever felt it leſs; ſhe died when every 
tongue was eloquent of her virtues; when every hope 
was ripening to reward them. The death of one who, 
like Serena, was to ſhed the influence of her virtues over 


the age of a tender father and three younger ſiſters, pre- 


ſents to us an affecting view of family ſorrow, which every 
eye can perceive, and every heart can feel. But what 


2 Your ſpan's contracting daily, death is near, 
The awful judgment -day will ſoon appear; 
When every one ſhall by their deeds be tried, 
Sinners condemn'd, the righteous juſtified. 
SOLLTARY WALKS, 


heaven 


* 
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heaven does is right; for wiſdom infinite can never err, 
and love eternal can't be thought ſevere. 


Ceaſe then fond nature, ceaſe thy wayward ſtrife, 
Death to the virt'ous is the gate of life“. 


Well may we fay with the late pious Mr. Addiſon, 


The ways of Providence are dark and intricate, 
Puzzled with mazes and perplex'd with errors ; 
Our underſtanding ſearches them in vain, 

Loft and bewilder'd in the fruitleſs ſearch ; 
Nor ſees with how much art the windings turn, 
Nor where the regular confuſion ends. 


ApD1so0N's Caro. 


The ways of the Lord are in the great deep, and his 
footſteps are not known: he killeth and he maketh alive; 
he gives and he takes away, and none have a right to ſay 
unto him, what, or wherefore doſt thou fo t. 

What we know not now, we ſhall know hereafter ; let 
us then humbly wait the time when that which is imper- 
fe& ſhall be done away, and that which is perfect ſhall 
appear; when, if we are real Chriſtians, we ſhall ſee Jeſus- 
even as we are ſeen ; know even as we are known, and be 
happily convinced, as well as readily acknowledge, with 
adoring gratitude, that God was juſt and righteous in all 
that he did, or ſaffered to be done to us while we ſojourned 


* This alludes to the motto of her family arms, mors janua vitæ. 
To thoſe who fear the Lord death leads the way, 
To endleſs life, and joys without decay. 
SoLiTARY Walks, 
Apparently ſo, to our ſhallow and finite comprehenſions. 
ones 1 Job ix. 12. | 


in ; 
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in this vale of tears, and that all was for his own glory 


and our eternal good - ; 


What filent, yet inſtruftive preachers, are the tombs 
of the mouldering dead! I frequently viſit a neighbouring 
burial ground, not out of ſingularity, but for improve- 
ment, to attend to the faithful monitors it contains ; me- 
thinks there are no orders, nor degrees of people, but 
might be benefited by the important leflons they convey. 
Here the opulent, and the great, might be taught the va- 


| nity of all earthly grandeur. Here the imperious, and 


the proud, might learn humility and ſelf-abaſement. 
Here the thoughtleſs and the gay, might be excited to 
ſeriouſneſs and conſideration ; and, the young and vain, 
be ſuitably reminded of their own mortality. 
Among the funeral monuments around me, the ſplen- 
did tomb of Honorius particularly attracts my view. 
I was lately favoured by one who knew him well, with a 
ſketch of his real character. His fortune was large, and 


his diſpoſition liberal. His abilities were great, both na- 


tural and acquired. He was the faithful friend ; the loy- 
ing huſband ; the tender parent ; the kind maſter, and the 
ſincere Chriſtian, He did not imagine that Chriſtianity 
was incompatible with honour and politeneſs, He pro- 
moted it among others: he practiſed it himſelf, Nor did 


| he conceiye it beneath him, to give conſtant attention to 


the intereſts of religion in his family, He joined with it 
daily in devotion, and took the earlieſt opportunities of 
inculcating the principles of piety and virtue in the minds 
of his little ones. Heaven ſmiled upon the performance 
of. his duty. His children imitated the example of their 
father, 'This great and good man, was at once, an ho- 


* Rom. Ville 21. 2 Corina. iv. 17. 
e | Nour 
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nour to human nature; an ornament to religion, and a 
friend to mankind. His memory is ſtill precious in the 
minds of the Hving, and his name illuſtrious among the 


Not long fince I * the gay Orlando in all the FLAY 


and vigour of blooming youth. But, ah! thoughtleſs, de- 


luded, vicious Orlando! How unexpectedly were his 
days cut off How little did he imagine a week ago, that 
he ſhould be now in the regions of eternity !——This is his 


- tomb.——When he was dangerouſly ill, I was requeſted 


to viſit him. As J entered his chamber, he was near expir- 
ing. Never before did I behold a ſcene ſo melancholy 
and affecting. A miniſter had been juſt ſent for ; «* the 
Phyſician of the ſoul, it ſeems, had been unthought of by 
his ungodly parents, till the phyſician of the body had 
defpaired of life.” * He aſked them if they had con- 
verſed with him on the ſubject of religion. They looked 
at each other, and were filent. He himſelf, next men- 
tioned religion, to the dying youth. He turned away his 
face—Prefently he ſobbed, and grew more reſtleſs ; at 
length, he thus attempted to vent the agonies of his mind; 

« You now behold, Sir,“ faid he to the reverend 
teacher, © an object the moſt wretched upon earth! My 
body is loathſome, and racked with pain: this of itſelf, 


is almoſt inſupportable ; but it is the leaſt part of my mi- 


ſery ! I am haunted with perpetual images of horror and 
deſpair! Death ſtares me in the face ! Judgment is before 
me! Eternity opens to my view ! I have ſinned away the 
day of grace! Little did I imagine it was ſo far ſpent! 
Vainly I flattered myſelf of arriving to old age! 1 


* Sec Dodd's Reflections on Death, 
E pur- 
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putpoſed, after I had been ſatiated with worldly plea- 
ſures, to have become religious, and to have died in 
peace] Fatal deluſion !. I am now arreſted by death! In 
a few moments I muſt appear before the Judge of all—I 
am utterly unprepared for trial I have neither time nor 
ability to make preparation; for my body and mind are 
both inexpreſſibly tormented * . 

It pains me eyen to ink of religion! I cannot think 
of it! My thoughts are inſtantly diſtracted! O the guilt 
upon my conſcience Ho numerous are my fins !—How 
often have I taken God's name in vain !—How often have 
I profaned and trifled away the fabbath-day !—How 
many ſermons have I heard without improvement, while I 
have deſpiſed both the preacher and his meſſage !—How 
many friendly admonitions have I {lighted ! How diſobe- 
dient have I been to my dear parents It would be end- 
leſs to recount my crimes! It is intolerable to think of 
them! And yet think of them I my? They all appear 
before me in their crimſon colours! I cannot get rid of 
them! Muſt I never get rid of them? Mutt they follow 


me into the other world? Muſt I feel their effects through 
eternity? Muſt they exclude me from the kingdom, of 


heaven, and be the cauſe of my lying down in everlaſting 
burnings? O wretch that I am! Would to God I had 


never been born! What anxiety and diſtreſs, overwhelm 


Well might a late eminent writer ſay, 
| A moment we may wiſh, when worlds want wealth 
ES SES >.> >. > 


Buy no moment but in purchaſe of its worth ; 
And what its worth, aſk death-beds, they can tell. 


Niour Tuaos Gurs. 


me. 


9 
10 
® 
F 


27 
me. 0 ere his voice 
delirious, and in leſs than 
greateſt agonies, in the twWen 


in the 'countenavces of his pa 
do I imagine it poſſible to con 
have felt, ſor neglecting pare 
ſon . How did they wink 2 
did they appear even to enco 
happy parents! hapleſs Orl: 
Here I cannot help recolle 
tion of the latter moments 
tradeſman in the city) as gi 
The diſeaſe baffles the power 
by, obſerve its progrels WI 
watches their every look; k 
rate; the phyſician at lengtl 
it—now the wheel of life go 
burns faint and irregular— 
vals of ſenſe divide his thot 
elf is the principal object; 
relatives, and children, al 
their affectionate but unava 
bleſſing his pulſe beats ſlo 
— his voice faulters—a col 
face—he groans—changes 
Well may the Scriptures of 
eth forth as a flower and i 


parents who wiſh their ch 


curſes, as too many prove, ſhou 
give them good inſtructions. 


„ 2) 


his voice failed him. He now grew 


leſs than two hours, expired in the 
the tuenty-fuurth year of his age. 
paint the heart · felt grief that appeared 
of his parents on his diſſolution; nor 
ible to conceive, the remorſe they muſt 
ting parental duty towards their only 
ey wink at his early faults? Nay, how 
en to encourage him in his vices ? Un- 
pleſs Orlando 
elp recollecting the very lively debrip- 
moments of Horatio, (a late opulent 
ity) as given by an intimate friend. 
the power of medicine; they who ſtand 
ogreſs with concern; the dying man 
look; he ſuſpects his caſe to be deſpe- 
at length pronounces it ſo; he believes 
of life goes down apace; the vital flame 
regular—reaſon intermits—ſhort inter- 
e his thoughts and paſſions now, Him 


l object; then, his family ;—his friends, 


Idren, all crowd around his bed; ſhed 
ut unavailing tears, and receive his laſt 
beats ſlower and ſlower—his eyes ſwim 
$—a cold and clammy ſweat bedews his 
changes countenance, and expires.— 
ptures of divine truth declare, man com- 
er and is cut down; he fleeth alſo as a 


| their children to be bleſſings to them, and not 
ove, ſhould ſet before them good examples, and 
tions. 


E 2 ſhadow 
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fadoau, and contiuueth not ; h 00 man-&t his bt 


eftate is allageiber wanity Þ — : 
Here lie the relicks of the young, the keaiful, tho. 


virtuous Amanda, who died in the 19th: year of her age. 


But a few months paſt, health bloamed in her cheeks, and 


a modeſt cheerfulneſs overſpread her couptenanee. Her 


ſummons into the eternal world, Was unexpected, indeed, 


to her friends, but not ſo to herſelf.. She flattered nat 

herſelf with long life; nor was ſhe ſo unwiſe as to riſk 

preparing for death to ſome fuluri period. She conſidered 

the precariouſneſs of human life, and the dangerous Ty 
of v rere e to an uncertain to-morrow. Þ 


* * 
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Mas | + Pſalm zxxix, 5. | 
+ This reminds me of the following lines written under a ſun- dial 
in a gentleman's garden in Shropſhire. S 


Fereunt et Imputantur*, 


| To-morrow, didſt thou fay ?— 

Methought I heard Horatio ſay, to-morrow, 
Go to I will not hear of it to morrow { 

Tis a ſharper, wha ſtakes his penury 

Againſt thy plenty ho takes thy ready caſh, 

And pays thee noyght but wiſhes, hopes, and promiſes ; 

The currency of ideots.—Injurious bankrupt, 
That gulls the eaſy creditor !—to-morrow?! 

It is a period no where to be found 

In all the hoary regiſters of time, 

Unleſs perchance in the feol's calendar. 

Wiſdom diſclaims the word, nor holds ſociety 


*The minutes paſs away, and are put to our account. 


Wich 


ur 


: {& = | 

| _ Death, therefore, to Amanda, was not unexpected. 

IF SBhe numbered every day as her laſt c, and at night cloſed: 
ber eyes with as much preparation for eternity, as if the, 

| woas to awake no more in time. Nor was the king of ter- | 

5 1 rors unwelcome to her. She conſidered life as the treaſure | 
, of heaven, lent her but for a ſhort n to n in n | 


Wi th tha — own it. | No, my Horatio, 
*Tis fancy” $ child, and folly i is its father 48 


= ft, my friend-—arcaſt the preſent moments; 
; For be aſſured, they all are arrant tell- tales; 
| And though their flight be filent, and their path 

fFrackleſs, as the wing'd couriers of the air, 
They poſt to heav'n, and there record thy folly.” 
Becauſe, though ftation'd an the important watch, 
Thou, like a ſleeping, faithleſs ſentinel, 
Dig'ſt let them paſs unnatie*d, unimprow d. 
And know, for that thou ſlumber'df on thy guard, 
Thou ſhalt be made to anſwer at the bar, 
For every fugitive : and when thou thus 
Shalt ſtand impleaded at the high tribunal 


| Of hood-wink'$ juſtice, who ſhall tell thy audit Foanmames 

Then ſtay the preſent inſtant, dear Horatio : 

Imprint the marks of wiſdom on its wings; 

Tis of more worth than kingdoms ! far more precious 

Then all the erimſon treaſures of life's fountain. 

O ! let it not elude thy graſp, but like 

The good old patriarch upon record, 

Hold the fleet angel faſt, until he bleſs thee . 


+ Make every day a critic on the paſt, 
And live each hour as tho? it was your laſt. 
| Ru RAL CuniSTIAN. 
* Geneſis xxxii, 26. 


a future 
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a future ſtate, beyond the grave. At the Atmighty* s plea- 


ſure, ſhe thankfully reſigned him his own, and eue 
put off the garments of mortalit 7. if! 
Upon hearing of her illneſs, and bangt intimate with 5 
family, I called to ſee her. Amanda lay compoſed, wait-" 
ing the happy ſecond when her pulſe ſhould ceaſe to beat, 


| and the ſhould be with God. Her parents were much af- 


fected at the nearneſs of her diſſolution. Preſently, the 
religious, but too fond mother, ſtedfaſtly beholding the 
object of her love, was inconſolable. Her grief became 
exceſſive, and ſenſibly affected the reſigned daughter, who, 
ſummoning her little e in broken accents thus ad- 
dreſſed her by 


' muſt not heaven's will be done *? Did not we receive life, 


to part with it whenever God ſhould think proper to de- 
mand it ? — 

«© Remember, we part! but for a ſhort period ; for a few 
days, perhaps; for a few years, at fartheſt !—Why ſhould 
we be unwilling to be ſeparated ? Our joy at meeting 
will be the greater 

O my dear mother | weep not mmmoderately for your 
daughter. Let reaſon and religion, ſtill rule our breaſts. 
Let us cheerfully acquieſce in the diſpenſations of an all- 
wiſe Providence! Let the language of our hearts as well 
as lips be, Thy will, 0 Cd. be done ! — 


Amanda 
Let reſignation ſoothe the troubled breaft, 


Being well aſſur d what heay'n appoints is beſt, 


SoLITARY WALKS, 
+ True piety, and that alone, can happily reconcile the young or old ; 
the rich or poor, to as ſtroke of death; as it teaches us the wiſdom 


and 


Amanda now reclined her head upon her pillow, and in 
a few minutes afterwards expired without a groan. She 
ſmiled even in death, and entered triumphant, (I doubt 
not) into eternal bliſs.— This affecting ſcene reminded me 
of choſe elegant lines by the late Dr. Voung. 


The chamber where the good man meets his fate, 
Is privileg'd beyond the common walk 

Of virtuous life, quite in the verge of heaven. 
Fly ye profane ; if not, draw near with awe; 
A death · bed's a detector of the heart, 

Here real and apparent are the ſame; 

Vou ſee the man; you ſee his hold on heav'n; 


Nicnur THouGcHTs. 


Parents who are bereaved of dear and promiſing chil- 
dren, ſhould refle& for their comfort and ſupport under 
ſuch bereaving and afflictive diſpenſations, that they are 
taken away from the evil to come; out of a wicked and 
enſnaring world, to be for ever with Jeſus the friend of 
publicans and finners; who, when he was upon earth, took 
children up into his arms and bleſſed them, faying, Suffer 
little children to come unto me, and forbid them not, for of 
fuch is the kingdom of God I have frequently read with 
pleaſure the following lines on an infant's tomb, and can- 
not but acknowledge they are the beſt I have ever met 


and goodneſs of God in all his dealings, and aſſures the real Chrittiaa 
that fo: bim to die will be endleſs gain. 


* Mark x, 14. 


with, 
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With, and well deſerve to be recorded; while conſeience 


teſtifies to the truth, all muſt own the — and wo. 
priety of them. 


Beneath a ſleeping infant lies, © 
To earth whoſe aſhes lent, 

More glorious ſhall hereafter riſe, 
Tho? not mote innocent. 
When the arch-angel's tramp ſhall bow, 
And fouls to bodies join, 
Millions ſhall wiſh their lives below, 
Had * as ſhort as thine. 


Reſpecting chouſtnds of the human race who now ſpend 
their days in rioting and drunkenneſs; chambering and 
wantonneſs; entirely regardleſs of the judgment to come; 
better would it have been for them had they never been 
born; for dying unprepared to appear before the bar of 
God ; where all muſt ſtand at the latter day, to be finally 
acquitted or condemned ; they mult hear that moſt dread- 
Ful ſentence paſſed upon them, which ſhall never, never 
be reverſed, Depart ye curſed into everlaſting fire, prepared 
for the devil and his angels“. 


| pela π -a... em. 


Chriſt, for all thoſe who ſhould believe and embrace the glad tidings, and 
truſt in him alone for pardon, acceptance and eternal life ;. it is only 


another term for the never-dying worm of an accuſing conſcience, and 
the fire of divine wrath which never ſhall be quenched, 


Yet 
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Yet a little while, it may be ere !o-morrow's dawn, 225 
I who now am walking among the graves of the deceaſed, 


may be added to the number of thoſe who are gone the 
way of all fleſh, and have put on the veſtments of immor- 


ality and incorruption ; how ſuitable then are thoſe moni- 


tory lines on yonder tomb-ſtone ! Well may they attract 
my notice, and deſerve the regard of all. 


As I am now, ſo you muſt be, 
Prepare in time to follow me : 
Memento mori. 


Oh! may they fink deep in the memory of every 
reader, and ſuitably influence their lives and conduct. 
Time is ſhort, eternity is at hand; we ſoon muſt take 
our final leave of all things here below, and follow thoſe 
who are gone before us into an unknown world; where 
happineſs or miſery will be our everlaſting portion“. Then 
let us be concerned, without delay, to prepare, while time 
and opportunities are continued to us, for death and a fu- 
ture ſtate, by living ſoberly, righteouſly, and godly in the 
world.; and believing in Jeſus Chriſt, who is the reſurrec- 
tion and the life, in whom whoſotver believeth ſhall live 
though he die ; that it may truly be to us as it was to the 
apoſtle Paul, to live, Chriſt, and then we may reſt aſ- 
ſured, death will be our eternal gain ; for when Chrift, | 


* Matthew xxv. 46. + John In. 15. Li. 25, 26. 
| T Philippians i. 2t, 
Tho? thoughts on death may give the wicked pain, 
The Chriſtian knows, for him to die is gain, 


8 who 
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who is aur life ſhall appear, aue alſo Pall appear with bim 
in glam, and fo be for ever with the Lord. 

I have often admired that part of the burial farvics, 
as 2 ſuitable introduction to the ſolemnities, of interring 
the corpſe of a fellow mortal in the filent chambers of the 
grave. Man that is born of a woman, hath but @ ſhort 
time to live, and is full of trouble ; he cometh up and is cut 


- down like à flower ; he fleeth as it were a ſhadow, and ne- 


ver continueth in one ſtay +.” Truly may we ſay, in the midft 
of life we are in death, and readily join with the miniſter 
in addrefling the Lord of heaven and earth in that pathetic 
language, Of whom. ſhall we feek for ſuccour, but of 
« thee, O Lard I aubo for aur fins art juſtly diſpleaſed ; yet, O 
« Lord God, moſt holy; O Lord, moſt mighty; O boly and 
« moſt merciful Saviour, deliver us uot into the bitter pains of 
« eternal death ; but ſpare us Lord, maſt holy; O Gad, moſt 
« mighty; O holy aud merciful Saviour, thou moſt worthy 
Fudge eternal, ſuffer us not at our laſt hour far any pains of 
* death to fall from thee. May theſe be our daily petiti- 
ons at a throne of graze; and the Lord of his infinite 


mercy grant us a gracious anſwer to our prayers — 


It was happily expreſſed by one not many days ago, on 
viewing the tomb-ſtones of a neighbouring church-yerd ; 


No age nor ftation is ſecure, 

Death cuts downall, both rich and poor 3 
From his attack no mortal's free, 

Then for it Lord! prepare thou me. 


"Tis well, when the thoughts of our own mortality, 
ſuggeſted by a peruſal of the inſcriptions, on the monu- 


1 


* ſohn iii. 2. Coloffians iii. 4 
+ 1 Chronicles xxix. 15. Pialm xc. 5, 6, 9. Job xiv: 12, 


ments 
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ments of our deceaſed fellow creatures, lead us to pray to 
the Father of our ſpirits, to prepare us for that laſt and 
momentous change, which muſt ere long take place on all, 


whether high or low, young or old, rich or poor *; and 
ſurely there can be nothing more rational and becoming a 
probationer for eternity, than daily to reſſect on his ap- 
proaching diſſolution, and earneſtly beg of God, to fir 


him for that awful ſcene, when he ſhall be calted to bid 


adieu to all fublunary things, and enter upon an n 
able ſtate of bliſs or woe + — 
The epitaph on yonder tomb ſtone, erected to the me- 


mory of an only child juſt four years old, is —_ at- 


tention, and demands . 9h ; 


Tho? infant years no pompous konours claim, 
The vain parade of monumental fame; 

To better praife the laft great day ſhall rear, 

The ſpotleſs innocence that flumbers here. 


Alas ! how trifling and ipfignificant are all the titles, 
honours, and emoluments this world can beſtow 11 how 
empty and jejune the diſtinctions of the rich and noble 


Þ + + omnes una manet nox, 

Et calcanda femel via lethi. Hon. 

| + Dan. xii. 2. 

} Fame is the ſhade of immortality, 

And in itſelf a ſhadow ; ſoon as caught, 

Contemned ; it ſhrinks to nothing in the graſp ; 

Conſult th* ambitious, 'tis ambition's cure. 

Nienr Tnovenrs. 
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among men* ! reſpecting each, it may well be ſaid, as the 
wiſe man expreſſes it, Vanity of wanities, all is vanity and 
_ wexation of ſpirit f. — What ſolid comfort and ſatisfaction 
can the higheſt titles upon earth, or poſſeſſion of the greateſt 
fortune yield, or procure a perſon, labouring under the 
weight of a guilty conſcience, or ſtruggling in the agonies 
of death 1? ſuch a one might juſtly exclaim with Job, mi- 
ſerable comforters are ye all 4; nothing, nothing can afford 
at ſuch a time the leaſt conſolation, ſeparate from the 
happy experience of an. intereſt in Jeſus Chriſt, and that 
faith in him, which makes him truly precious to the ſoul, 
and enables it to ſay with David, Whom have I in heaven, 
But thee, and there is none upon earth I defire beſides thee ; my 
fleſh and my heart faileth, but God is the ſtrength of my heart 


and my portion for ever.. 


'- + pride defames humanity, and calls 
The being mean, which faffs or firings can raiſe, 
| 5 Dx. Young, 
+ Ecclef. i, 2. ii. 26. 

7 Superior birth and honours want a power 
To ſave the frail poſſeſſors from the tomb; 
All muſt ſubmit to that grim tyrant death, 
Who ſhakes alike the cottage and the throne; 
Mingling the monarch's with the peaſant's clay, 
Whelms crowns in dunghills ; dignity in duſt. 


* 


T. Nx wong, 
$ Job xvi. 2. | Pſalm 1xxiii, 255 26. 
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TRIUMPH oe RELIGION 


OVER 


DEATH and THF GRAVE; 
ORs AN 
INTERESTING ADDRESS 


10 THE 


SONS any DAUGHTERS os MORTALITY. 


©DeID ogooe_ooeaew 


Religion makes the dying Chriſtian ſing ; 
Grave, where's thy vict'ry? and where's Death thy ſting ? 


SOLITARY WALKS, 
©3083 D000 


FELLOW MOR TALS, 


Ef bodies on which ye beſtow ſuch a profuſion of 
ornaments, and which ye cheriſh with ſuch aſſiduous 


care, ſhall ere long be laid, tripped of their ſumptuous 
covering, in the cold and filent grave, and be blended with 
common duſt, The worms ſhall feed on them, and no me- 


morial 
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COT 
moi al of your priſtine conſequence remain; your very 
names ſhall be forgotten and unknown. 

What, though the lofty plume nods in fable majeſty 
o'er your hearſe®, and your relics are committed to the 
ground with every poſſible mark of reſpect; what, though 
ſurviving friends ere the gorgeous ſepulchre to your me- 
mory, and the expreſſive marble emulates your appearance 
ſo exquiſitely, that it ſeems to breathe ? Theſe are but 
poor diſtinctions. Can theſe ſweeten the long, long ſleep 
of death, or preſerve your lifeleſs limbs one moment from 


decay? The limbs of the peaſant and the beggar ſhall 


moulder no faſter than your's; their ſleep ſhall be as ſound 
and tranquil in their unornamented turfy bed, as under 


the glittering arch of the moſt ſaperb mauſoleum. The 


ſame ſolemn rites ſhall be adminiſtered at their obſequies as 


at your's; and your native inconſequence be conciſely 


ſummed up in theſe humiliating and emphatic words, 
Earth to earth, aſhes to aſhes, duſt to duſt. 

And thou too, Beauty! confider how miſerably all thy 
boaſted triumphs muſt ſoon end ! Frequent the filent man- 
fions of the dead, and attend the inſtructive lectures of the 
tomb. What does yonder grave-ſtone ſay? How elo- 
quently, how pathetically does it ſpeak ! It tells thee that 
it holds the remains of what was lately young and bloom- 
ing. Ah! what are they now? An unlovely maſs of 
putrid earth! But hark! the ſculptur'd monitor ſays to 
thee, or ſeems to ſay, Prepare for a ſimilar doom“ 


* The torch funereal, and the nodding plume, 
Which makes poor man's humiliation proud : 
Boaſt of aur ruin ! triumph of our duſt! 
N1iGuT THOUGHTS» 


\ | | | And 


=® ; 
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And muſt that form, where ſymmetry and elegance are fo 
conſpicuous, be enveloped in an unſightly ſhroud, and 
conſigned to the ground, to moulder away and periſh ? 
Muſt that velvet cheek, which outbluſhes the morning 
roſe, fade like that roſe, and be ſhrivelled up into defor- 
mity ; and that dewy lip which breathes nothing but fveet- 
neſs, putrefy and become loathſome ? Muſt the radiance 
of thoſe eyes, which ſparkle with intelligence and viva- 
city; which dart life and joy wherever they ſhine, be ex- 
tinguiſhed by the hand of death? Ah, mournful ſpectacle 
ghaſtly metamorphoſis! That frame ſo fair, ſo juſtly ad- 
mired, whoſe every motion is activity and grace, ſhall be 
converted into an unconſcious lump of clay, and become 
a hapleſs prey to devouring reptiles ! O death! how doſt 
thou inſult the vaunted, but viſionary accompliſhments 
of human nature 

The entrance of the vale of death wears a e 
and diſmal aſpect at firſt ſight. But however gloomy it 
appears; it is in thy power, O Religion! to alter. and en- 
liven the dreary ſcene. Whatever ſhades and darkneſs 
hang over it, thou canſt effeRually diſpel them all, and 
open beyond ir, ten thouſand dazzling proſpects; far ſupe- 
rior to thoſe beauties, which exiſt in the luxuriant imagi- 
nation of the moſt viſionary and animated fabuliſt! At 
thy appearance every horror vaniſhes in'a moment, and 
the wide unbounded proſpect is all delightful and ſerene. 
The king of terrors drops his envenomed ſhaft, and, with 


benignant ſmiles, points upwards to the regions of eter- 
nal day*. 


Were 


Thy force alone, Religion ! death diſarms, 
Breaks all its darts, and every viper charms ; 


Soſten'd 
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( 49 ) | 
Were the votary of riches and ambition (thoſe faſci> 


natipg idols) but once made conſcious of the more refined, 


the far ſuperior pleaſures which attend on thy dominion 
over the heart; would he then laviſh his incenſe at their 
unhallowed ſhrines? Ab, no! Thou wouldſt become the 
ſole object of his daily homage. With what rapture 


would he contemplate thy celeſtial charms ! with what en- 


thuſiaſtic ſincerity confeſs thy power ! His deſires, his 
thoughts would all concentre in thee alone, and he be un- 
alterably thine for ever. 

Under thy influence, the ſoul of the ME man, even when 
he is on the brink of the grave, makes towering excurſions 
through thoſe celeſtial worlds on high, where pleaſure 
triamphs without end, and joys are ſhowered on joys in in- 
exhauſtible profuſion.— Tis thine, with more than human 
force, to ſupport his departing ſpirit in the tremendous 
ſtruggle, and ſooth the laſt agonies of diſſolving nature. 
— Though the duſt is quickly to mingle with congenial 
duſt, he is far from being diſmayed or dejected; for he 
knows that he ſhall be ſoon admitted into the general 
aſſembly of juſt men made perfe&® ; and enjoy, with- 
out interruption, with the glorified inhabitants of the 
realms above, perennial bliſs. | 

Well therefore might a late eminent writer ſay, 


Religion's ald! DR. Youns., 


Soften'd by thee, the griſly form appears, 

No more the horrid object of our fears; 

We undiſmay'd the awful power obey, 

Which guides us thro? the ſaſe but gloomy way, 

That leads to life, and to that bleſt abode, 

Where ſaints enjoy, what here they own'd, —a Goo. 


StR RICHARD BLAGKMORE, 
# 2 Cor, v. 1, 


REMARK ABLE EPITAPHS, 


ELEGIES any INSCRIPTIONS, 


In PROSE AN D VERSE; 


MORAL, ENTERTAINING, any INSTRUCTIVE, 


WITH OCCASIONAL 
/ 


NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS, 


Oe 


Br Tuz AUTHOR or SOLITARY WALKS, &c. 


Wait the great teacher DZ Arn. Porz. 


How bleſt the man ! who fick of gaudy ſcenes, 
(Scenes apt to thruſt between us and ourſelves) 
Is led by choice to take his favourite walk 
Amidſt death's gloomy, ſilent, cypreſs ſhades, 
Unpierc'd by vanity's fantaſtic ray | 
To read his monuments, to weigh his duſt, 
Viſit the vaults, and dwell among the tombs. 


Nicut Truovcurs. 
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He far Epitaphs, Elegies, and Inſcripti- 
ons on the dead, may be rendered uſeful 
and inſtructive to the living, when dictated by 
piety, truth, and good ſenſe; eſtranged to 
fattery, and not the mere effuſions of epi- 
grammatick wir; (as too many are) the fol- 
lowing Extract from a late eminent writer 
may determine. 


On MONUMENTAL EPITAPHS 
And INSCRIPTIONS. 
e However deſirable fame may be to the 
« living, it is certainly no advantage to the 
ce dead, whatever dangers: they have met 
cc with, whatever toils they have undergone, ot 
« whatever difficulties they have ſurmounted; 
te the grave is deaf to the voice of applauſe, 
© and the duſt of the noble and vulgar, ieep 


«in the fame obſcurity together. | 
| G 2 te 'Tis 


[ 44 ] 


* *Tis poſſible the conſcious ſpirit may have 
« an idea of the honour that is paid to his 
te aſhes; but it is much more probable, that 
te the proſpect of this imaginary glory, while 
« he lived among us, was all the pleaſure it 
ce ever could afford him. I make this 
« Obſervation, becauſe moſt monuments are 
<« ſaid to be erected as an honour to the 
« dead, and the living are ſuppoſed to be the 
leaſt concerned in them : but one man's 
fame is made the foundation of another's, 
« in the ſame manner with the gentleman's, 
<« who' ordered this ſentence: to be made his 
. epitaph; Han LIES Son: Fun. Sioxzv- $ 
© FRIEND, —— ST, 

* Some there are that mention only the 
« names of the perſons whoſe duſt they 
« cover, and preſerve a noble filence with 
tc regard to the hand that raiſed: them; but 
, even here, the dead can receive no benefit 
from fuch diſintereſted affectien; but the 
« hving may profit much by ſo noble an 
« example. Another thing that diſpleaſes 
« me is the. matter of the inſcriptions, 
* which frequently miſtakes the very deſign 
« of Eg en and as frequently gives 
To | e the 


1 


« che ie to themſelves, To pore one's ſelf 


« blind in gueſſing out terns Memoriæ ſa- 
« cram, is a jeſt, that would make Heraclitus 
laugh; and yet moſt of them begin in that 
« pompous taſte, without the leaſt reflection 
« that braſs and marble can't preſerve them 
ce from the tooth of Time; and if men's 
« actions have not guarded their reputations, 


« the proudeft monument would flatter but 
« in vain“. SE wil 

6c Sepulchral monuments ſhould be n 
« confidered as the laſt publie tribute paid 
« to diſtinguiſhed virtue; as a proof of our 
et regard for noble characters, and moſt 
ce particularly, as an excitement to others to 
<« emulate the great examples they hold out. 
cc It is certain there is not à nobler and 
te more inſtructive amuſernent, than a walk 
« jn Meſtminſter Abbey, among the tornbs of 
“ heroes, patriots, poets, and philoſophers 3 
« ye are ſurrounded: with the ſhades of our 

Rai forefathers ; we feel the influence * 


0 Well does a late eminent writer * 
Virtue alone outbuilds the pyramids, 
Her monuments ſhall laſt when Egypt s fall. 
6 | _— Du. vou nd. 


ce their 
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er their venerable ſociety, and grow fond of 
* fame. and virtue in the contemplation: 
« it is the fineſt ſchool of morality, and the 
« moſt beautiful flatterer of i imagination in 
« nature. I appeal to any man's mind that 
ce has a taſte, for what is ſublime and noble, 
c for a witneſs to the pleaſure he experiences 
cc on this occaſion. Bir H nc 
„ For my own part, I muſt own I have 
tt ſpent many an hour of pleaſing melancholy 
er within its ancient walls; and have been 
© more delighted with the ſolemn converſation 
t of the dead,- than the moſt ſprightly fallies 
« of, the living. I have examined the 
© characters that were inſcribed before me, 
ce and diſtinguiſhed every particular virtue. 
« The monuments of real fame, I have 
ce viewed with real reſpect; but the piles that 
«wanted a character to excuſe them, I 
« conſidered only as the monuments of folly. 
I. have often wandered with: pleaſure into 
t the moſt gloomy receſſes of this laſt reſort of 
« human grandeur; to contemplate the vanity 
« of life, and trace mankind through all the 
« wilderneſs of their frailties and misfortunes, ; 


« from their cradles to the grave. I have 
reflected 


s aw 4 7 N : r : . g 6 
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„reflected on the ſhortneſs of our duration 
: here, and that I was but one of the millions 
e | <© who had been employed in the ſame 
n manner, in ruminating on the trophies 
i k | « of mortality before me; that I myſelf muſt 
» Bete long moulder into duſt in the ſame 
3 « manner, and quit the ſcene to a new ge- 

| © neration, without leaving the ſhadow of my 
e «© exiſtence: behind me; that this venerable 


y « fabric, this ſacred repoſitory” of fame and 
jy « grandeur, would only be the ſtage for the 
n fame performances; would receive new 
s ( acceſſions of noble duſt ; would be adorned 
0 * with other ſepulchres of coſt and mag- 


p ' ce nificence; would be crouded with ſucceſſive 
. * admirers: and at laſt, by the unavoidable 
e | © decaysof time, bury the whole collection 
of antiquities in general obſcurity, and be 
I the monument of its own deſtruction.” 

„ | A M i  ApDprson, 
o | 000000 

y Tu ORIGIN or EPITAPHS. 

e 2 THE origin of Epitaphs, proceeded from 
> mae preſage, or ſenſe of immortality, natu- 
: rally implanted in the minds of men; their 


invention 


[ 48 ] 
invention is attributed to the ſcholars of Linus, 
the Theban poet, who. flouriſhed about the 
-2700th year of the world; and, being unhap- 
pily ſlain, his ſcholars lamented the loſs of 
their maſter in a particular kind of mournful 
verſes, called, from him, Alixuu, and af. 
terwards Errrar HA; becauſe they were ſung 
at Burials, and engraved upon ſepulchres, 
which may be called Monuments, 4 memoria, as 
they were memorials to put men in mind of 
the inſtability of human nature, and the loſs 
of their departed friends; as alſo to excite 
their meditation, by the ideas of death, to a 
reformation of life. N | 
- | Theſe monuments were held ſo ſacred, that 
ſuch as violated them were puniſhed -with 
death, baniſhment, condemnation to the 
mines, or loſs af members; according to the 
circumftances of fact, or perſon. 
The Lacedemonians allowed the honour of 
Epitaphs, to thoſe men only, who died bravely 
in battle, and to women who were remarkable 
for their chaſtity. The Romans erected mo- 
numents to ſame illuſtrious perſons while they 
were alive; and preſerved them with a ſacred 


veneration after they were dead. q. w. 
: REMARKABLE 
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us, RE MARKAB LE EPITAPHS, 
@ ELEGIES ano INSCRIPTIONS, 


P- 

of In PROSE awy VERSE; 
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af. WITH OCCASIONAL 
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4 3 NOTES any ILLUSTRATIONS, 

3 | — ö ö | 

as ” | | 
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ite ADVERTISEMENT. 

a i T2 dier having ſeen many Epitaphs upon tomb- 
= ſtones in different church-yards, ſome of which were 

lat ſhamefully ridiculous and abſurd ; thought it would not be 

ich either a uſcleſs or unacceptable taſk, to ſelect a number of 

me ſuch, as appeared to him applicable, pertinent, and wor- 

Nc i thy to be remembered. The following collection, taken 

he | from various burial grounds, both in town and country, he 

" HE thercfore, with all due ſubmiſſion, offers to the public, as 

of | truly deſerving their notice and regard. 

ly | 00008 - 

ole | 

* On the Tomb. ſtone of a GL Ur rox. 

ex Bl AT length, my friends, the feaſt of life is o'er, 

ed I've eat ſufficient, and I'll drink no more; 

W. 3 H . My 


1 
My night is come, I've ſpent a jovial day, 
Nis time to part, but oh—what is to pay -. 


On a BurekkEx. 


*< BY this inſcription be it underſtood, 
My occupation was in ſhedding blood ; 
But now I reſt from fin and ſorrow free, 


Thro? Chriſt, my Lord, who ſhed his blood for me. 


ii 


On the n, CAKITABLE Man, 


BLEST is the man whelp boſom | nap 
With pity for another's woes 

Who views with ſympathetic eyes, | 
The poor man's tears, the wretches cries ; 
Who chears the heart oppreſs'd with woe, 
Him God will greater mercy ſhow +. 


On a CHILD under Six Years of Age. 


- HERE lies the duſt of once a charming flower, 
That promis'd ſweets, but withered in an hour. 


*The queſtion afked, or the reflection implied here, evidently refers 
to the puniſhment juſtly due to ſinners of every kind, who live and die 
thoughtleſs, and unconcerned about the awful reckoning, the Judge of I 
quick and dead will have with them at the laſt great day, when every | 


one ſhall receive Feng to the deeds done in the body, * good 
or evil. 


+ Matt. v. 7. 
Children | 


E * Þ 
Children, preſume not on a length of days *, 
But learn to live betimes your Maker's praiſe, 
Parents, be wean' d from all created things, 
That heav'n-born faith more free may ſtretch her 


wings. 


On a YounG WOMAN, aged Twenty, near Spitalfields, 
; | London. | 

HERE mould'ring lies within this bed of duſt, 
A virgin pure, notſtain'd with carnal luſt ; 
Such grace the King of kings beſtow'd upon her, 
That now ſhe lives with him a maid of honour, 
Her life was ſhort, her thread was quickly ſpun, 
Drawn out, cut off, got heav'n, her work was done. 
This world to her was but a tragic play, 
She came and look'd; dillik'd, and went away. 


On an Amiable YounG GENTLEMAN of large Fortune. 


N wealth or beauty ſtay the fleeting ſoul ? 
Can they recall the animating breath? 


: Can fond parental care one pain controul ? 
= - Or turnaſfide the chilling hand of death? 


een Ah! no, the ruthleſs victor proudly ſpurns, 
1d die Each claim to birth, to fortune, or to fame; 
ige of 

every | 

2. | The old muſt die, but let not youth delay, 


T” improve the preſent time, for younger may. 
Mors omni ætati communis ft. 
SOLITARY WALKS, 


H 2 | | The 
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The young, the fair, the virtuous, all by turns, 
Confefs his pow'r, and tremble at his name “. 


On a beautiful YounG LADY aged Nineteen, in the Church 
| yard at Brighton. | 


UNPIERC'D by any dart but death, 
I quick reſigned my fleeting breath; 
My roſes wither'd ere *twas noon, 
Alas! why blown to fade fo ſoon ? 
Tell, angels tell, for angels know, 
Why ſuch tranſitions here below ! 

Is it that mortals paſſing by, 

May learn to live before they die ? 

Ye virgin's learn from hence your fate, 
How frail is all your blooming ftate ; 
Your beauty ſoon muſt fade away ; 
But vir” ous charms will ne'er decay +. 


* Death being an enemy to nature, cannot but excite fear and terror 
in the human breaſt; the beft of men ſometimes are permitted, through 
this fear, to be a great part of their life time ſubject to bondage; but 
when faith in Chriſt is in act and exerciſe, they will be enabled to re- 
Joice even in the views of it, and ſay with the Apoſtle Paul, Thanks be 
to God wobo giveth us the victory through our Lord Jeſus Chbrifty 
1 Cor. xv. 57. | 


+ Death ſoon or late will cloſe the brighteſt eyes, 
But heav'n- born virtue never, Kewver dies. 
: Ru RAL CunrlsTIANs 


On 


[1 he 


Or 
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On a YouNG CAYMAN, in London. 


STRANGER ſhould'ſt thou approach this awful 
The merits of the honour'd dead toſeek; I ſhrine, 
The friend, the ſon, the Chriſtian, the divine, 

Let thoſe who knew him, thoſe who lov'd him, ſpeak. 
O let them in ſome pauſe of anguiſh, ſay 

What zeal inſpir'd, what faith enlarg'd his breaſt, 
How ſoon th? unfetter'd ſpirit wing'd its way, 
From earth to heav'n, from bleſſing, to be bleſt. 


Os a Younc MarkrIgD Lavr, aged Twenty-ſix, in 


Briſtol. 


FAIR was her form, more fair her gentle mind, 
Where virtue, ſenſe, and piety combin'd ; 

To wedded love gave friendſhip's higheſt zeſt, 
Endear'd the wife, and made the huſband bleſt. 
Now widow'd grief erects this ſacred ſtone, 

To make her virtues and his ſorrow known. 
Reader, if thine's the ſympathetic tear, 


O top, and drop the tender tribute here, 


On an AulABIE YouTH, ſuppoſed to be written by his 


Parents, in Kent. 


AS ſuch we lov'd, admir'd, almoſt ador'd, 
Gave all the tribute mortals could afford ; 
Perhaps we gave ſo much, the pow'rs above, 


Grew angry at our ſuperſtitious love ; 
For 


( 54 ) 
For when we more than human homage pay, 
The charming cauſe is juſtly ſnatch'd away . 


An EP1TAPH, it @ Church-yard in Kent. 


HOW awful is the ſcene while here I tread ! 
Theſe venerable manſions of the dead; 
Time was, theſe aſhes liv'd, and time ſhall be, 
' When others thus ſhall ſtand and gaze on me. 
Awake then, O my ſoul, true wiſdom learn, 
Nor till to-morrow the great work adjourn +. 


COS 


An EL EOIAcC InscrliPTION ia Birchinton Church-yard, 
near Margate. 


OUR Saviour cries, ye dead ariſe, 
And unto judgment come. 
No ſooner faid than *tis obey d, 
All muſt receive their doom . 


Whatever we make an idol of, or place our affections moſt upon, 
in the preſent ſtate, 'is moſt likely to be taken from us ; God will have 
no rival in the human heart; he will have all or none; therefore he 
ſays in his word to you, to me, to all, My ſon give me thy beart. Prov. 
xxili. 26. Deut. x, 12. Well does a late eminent Poet ſing, in the name 
of every true Chriſtian, 

Take our poor hearts and let them be, 
For ever clos'd to all but thee ; 
Seal thou our breaſts and let us wear, 
That pledge of love for ever there. D. Warrs. 
+ Delays are dangerous. Heb. iv. 7. Eccleſ. ix. 10. 
John v. 28, 29. 


Ant 


1 


An E PIT AT RH, ſuppoſed to be written by WE EIN OG O- 
PHANS over the Grave of their dear PARENTS, in 4 
Church-yard in Kent. 


WHILE o'er the tomb of parents truly dear, 
Lamenting children drop the filial tear ; 
A ſtone, a verſe, oh honour'd pair receive, 
As the laſt tribute gratitude can give: 
To ſuch dear ſaints we'll bid a kind adieu, 
And hope to ſhare your bliſsful heay'n with you. 


rd, WE Ora Piovs Vous Man, aged Taenty-five, in Kent. 


NO path that leads to happineſs is hard, 

Short the fatigue, eternal the reward ; 

Few are our pleaſures here, and ſhort our ſtay *, 
Happy, if well we paſs our time away. | 


ons | | On Vous Max's 7 omb-ſtone in Hampſtead Cburch- 
LJave | | yard, © 

the Bl | 

rov. : | 

ave READER, whoever thou art, let the fight of this ſtone 


imprint on thy mind, that young and old, without diſtine- 
tion, leave this world; therefore fail not to ſecure the next. 
Prepare to meet thy God in judgment. 


's | * Job xiv. 1, 2. 


Or 


Au 


C 


O YounG Man, aged Thirty-four, in Margate Churcb. 
PID yard. , 


| THROUGHOUT his whole life he was preſerved from 
the evil of theworld, and during the laſt fourteen years, ex- 
perienced a true converſion. In his lateſt moments he gave 


a clear teſtimony of knowing his ſins forgiven, of feeling 
peace with God, and of being aſſured of eternal life ®, | 


OA Youne Man's Tomb, in the Church-yard at Brigh- 
| ton, 
THINK, Reader, think how ſoon you muſt 
Return again to native duſt ; 
Saints, death may wound, but never can deftroy, 
Their houſe of weeping proves a houſe of joy + 


On an INFANT, in Margate Church-yard. 
THO? infant years no ; pompous honours claim, 
The vain parade of monumental fame; 

To better praiſe the laſt great day ſhall rear, 
The ſpotleſs innocence that ſlumbers here. 


® Afſurance of ſalvation, though very defirable, i is enjoyed but by 

few of God's people ; however, no one who really defires, and endea- 

vours, through Divine aſſiſtance, to live ſoberly, righteouſly, and 

Godly in the world, relying alone on Chrift's merits for pardon and 

acceptance with Cod, need to deſpair. . John vi, 37. 
+ Pſalm cxxvi. 5, 6. 


On 


5 


(9 ) 
Os a Von Mau in Margare bunch yard, aged T auenty- 
inn e; 5 3 ret 137% 
WHEN: blooming! youth and beauty is moſt brave, 
Death plucks us up and plants us in the grave. 
Take care young folks your precious time to _ 
In * 1 your later end. 


24 


—— * 


On as Os May is dite, aged Fight eight 
F AREWELL, vain world, Pve had enough of thee, 
And now am careleſs what thou fay'ſt of me; 
Thy ſmiles I court not, nor thy frowns I fear, 
My cares are paſt, my h head lies quiet here, 
What faults you found in me take care to ſhun, 
And look at home, enough there” s to be done *, 


On a Woman who had been 3 Years, 


AFP LICTION ſore long time I bare, 
Phyſicians were in vain z ; 


Till God did pleaſe to give me caſe, 
And free me from my pain T · 


* FE 


own conduct, without finding fault with their nicotine” ; 

+ Means are doubtleſs to be made uſe of to heal diſeaſes and remove 
pain, but without the bleſſing of God, they will ever prove ineffectual; 
therefore, under all diſorders and afflictions, we muſt look up to, and 
dopend alone upon the Gag of the means, and not truſt 2 in the 
meane for health and cure. 


I © 
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( 53 ) 
On tb Death of Mr. Ricuann WST, by Mr. Graz: 
IN vain to me the ſmiling-mornings ſhine, 
And redd' ning Phoebus lifts his gulden fire: 
The birds in vain their am' rous deſcant di 
Or chearful fields reſume their green attire : 5215 _ 
Theſe ears, alas! for other notes repine, 1 
A diff rent object do theſe eyes require. 
My lonely anguiſh melts no heart but mine; 0 
And in my breaſt ch * imperfett j joys expire. 
Yet morning ſmiles the buſy race to chear, .,- 94.7 
And new-born pleaſure brings to happier men: : 
The fields, to all their wonted tribute bear: | 
To warm their little loves the birds complain. 
I fruitleſs mourn to him that cannot hear, * 


And v weep they more, "becauſe I weep i in Vain. | 


N 


; Os Ron IN ; = Huntſman to N Hunt. | 
IF field 888 reader, thou doſt prize, 
Revere this ſod, where honeſt Robin lies; « 
Oft with the cry of hounds, and chearful horn, 
The Lark preventing, he has hail'd the morn. 
His eye ſagacious was the firſt to find, © 
When loud tan-ta-ra ſwell'd the lining wind! 
Nor hedge, nor ditch, nor gate of fearful height ; 
Could Robin's dauntleſs ſpirit eber affright. 
In private life, an active part he play d, 
By chearful manners giving virtue aid. 
. Whoe'er thou art, on ſuch a life reflect, 
Go hence—and imitate—and gain reſpect 


PS | | J 


DDr 


n 
[n St. Jobn the Baptiſt s Church at Margate ; on an Ty Dus- 
T RIOUS TRADBEM AX 
The ſculptur d ſtones that throng the ſacred wall, 
Elab'rate tributes of ſepulchral ſame! 
Our fleeting homage commonly recall 
To wealth, to wit, to pow'r, or to a name. 
This humbler tablet from oblivion's end 
Would raiſe one trophy on a fanpler plan, 
To the kind huſband, and the faithful friend, 
The careful parent, and the honeſt man. 
Thro' many years of unremitted toil, | 
In other's ſervice he maintain'd his own; 
He ſaw a decent num'rous offspring ſmile, 
And often heard the poor man's beniſon . | 
Known' by the ends of being to have been, | 
This tale ſo brief ſhall well record his praiſe, 
If, pauſing here upon life's ſhifting ſcene, 
One reader imitates. his well- ſpent das: 
Then, at his death, the tear, (the moral giv'n) 
Tho” dropt on earth, ſhall be exhal'd to heaven. 


- 242 7923 — 


Oz a Youxc Married LaD T. 
ALL cold, beneath this narrow heap, 
The earthly charms of Mary ſleep, 
And here the ties of virtue end. 
The tender mother, wife, and friend. 


. * Bleſſing, 
To RE 


— — Oe ore re — 
— — 5 


; (1 66>} 
For her each gentle boſom grieves 5 - 
Tis not the turf alone that heaves: 
Pity and love her loſs deplore, 
Their fav” rite ehild ean fall no more. 
And ſee the whodbine loves to ſtray 
Around the ſod that claſps her clay; 
The primroſe with the violet vies, ' 
To deck the grave where beauty lies. 
Here melancholy, lonely 'maid 1: © 
Shall-oft the Uve-tong night be laid 3 
And when the morning light appears, 
Revive the verdure—with her tears. 


Written extempore over the Grave F a TENDEI FA- 
THER, aged thirty-nine, by bis Sox. 
STopP'D by that power whom mortals ever ſtar, 
From earthly ſcenes awhile to moulder here, 
Lies the pale corpſe of one we good may eall, 
Who many knew, and was rever d by all. 
Vet ere his breath had fo years been giv'n, 
Death bore him hence (he was prepar'd for heaven): 
His life was happy, as his deeds were juſt, 
Few were his errors, let them fleep in duſt ; 
And when the time allotted me is run, 
May equal virtues fink e' en with his ſon, 


On 


( 610 


On the Death of the Rev. Davin Williams, a wer- 


" thy Minifter of a Diſenting Congregation in Wales, 


— 


VAIN are our tears, and fruitleſs all our ſighs, 
Cold in his grave the rev'rend'paſtor lies. 

Mute is that tongue, whence heavy” n-taught 

doctrine flowed; 

Still is that heart, where goodneſs ever glow'd. 
His hand no more the pious prieſt extends 

With ardent graſp to welcome his lov'd friends. 
But, ah! for ever from our fight convey'd, 
With mould'ring duſt his lifelefs corpſe is laid. 
Near fourſtore years a Godly race he ran, 

Juſt ſervant of his Lord, true friend to man: 
With ſteady ſtep through virtue's path he trod, 
Nor e'er by wilful fin offended God“. 
His piety and faith thus fully prov'd, 

His Saviour ſaw; and now from earth remov'd,  * 
*Midft Saints he fits in happy realms above, 
And chaunts his Maker's praiſe in ſongs of love, 


An Erirarn, by Dr. Lowrs, late Biſbop of Loader, 


on a Monument i in the Church of C udeſden, Oxfordſpire, to 
the Memory of his DauOHTEA, tranſlated from the Latin. 


DEAR as thou didſt in modeſt worth excell, 
More dear than in a daughter's name—farewell ! 
Farewell, dear Mary—but the hour is nigh 
When, if I'm worthy, we ſhall meet on high: 
Then ſhall I fay, triumphant from the tomb, 
Come to thy father's arms, dear Mary, come 


This is, in the Editor's humble opinion, ſaying too much of any 


man, let him be as good as he may, while in this frail imperfect ſtate, 


Another 


— ID at 
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662) 
ae abet W Er rr, rn. 70 


DAUGHT ER, farewell! farewell, my FT Maria | 
With talents, virtue, modeſty adorn'd; 


By manners more endear'd than filial name. 
A happier time will come; when 1 again, 


If worthy found, ſhall dear Maria view. 
Then ſhall I ſay, with joyful voice, return, 1 
Return, Maria, to thy father's arms! | 


Oz a Youne May who died for Love; after the Man- 
ner of GRAY ; by the late Dr. DoD DRI Don. 
HERE reſts ſecure, 18 this narrow cell, | 
A youth, to pain and diſappointment known; 
Pride mock'd his birth, and envy f{mil'd to tell 
The hour when ſorrow mark d him for her own. 


Fix'd on one object was his ſoul ſincere; * 
But heav'n the recompenſe of love deny'd. 8 


Long hov' ring o'er th” extremes of hope and fear, 
Oppreſs'd by fate, he ſunk, deſpair'd, and dy'd! | 


: No farther ſeek his mis ries to diſcloſe, 
' Nor let pale envy trample on his tomb. 
Here let his hapleſs head enjoy repoſe, 
And leave to mercy and to God, his doom. 


| On a Tzxpzs Wire, by Mr. "TY 1 
LO! where this filent marble weeps, 
A friend, a wife, a mother ſleeps: 


* 


( 63 ) 
A heart within whoſe facred cell! 
'The.peacefal virtues loy'd to dwell. 
Affection warm, and faith ſincere, 
And ſoft humanity were there. 
In agony, in death reſigned, _ is A 
She felt the wound the left behind. 
Her infant image, here belowß¶yh 7 
Sits ſmiling on a father's woe: 59] 
Whom what awaits, while yet he ſtrays 
Along this lonely vale of days? 51. 
A pang, to ſeeret ſorrow dear; 
A ſigh; an unavailing tea: 
Till time ſhall ev'ry grief remove, 
With life, wich mem' ry, and with love. 


* 
—— 4 


" » F 


An Eeirar H, in St. Peter's C burch-yard, near Margate, 
in Kent. 


* 
— 


WHY do we thus lament, why. thus complain? 


Since all who live to Chriſt, to die is gain; 


Fleſh views the grave, and mourns the mould'ring clay, 5 
But faith directs her eye to realms of endleſs day. 


A oder the Remains of MaARTHA, Wife the Rev. 
Mr. V , Nn rms wo en 


HERE youth and beauty ſleep, in Death's embrace, 
Untimely ftript of each attractive grace; | 
Once the fair tenants of the nobleſt heart, 

Meek without meanneſs, generous without art, 


Tho? 


— . 
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66 K 
Tho? mirth and joy around it ſeem'd to play, 
Admir'd and courted by the young and gay, 
In modeft ſilence would its bounties flow, ö? 
The friend, by ſtealth, of indigence and woe. 
A virtuous youth that heart to conquer ſtrove, 


That heart was yielded to the call of love. 


One pledge of mutual blifs kind heav*n'beftow'd, 
Her gentle breaſt within the mother glow'd ; 


For her, the child beloy'd, the pray'din death, 


Her name ſtill hov*ring on her parting breath. 
Hither, where all the virtues mourn, repair, 
Ye fathers, bleſt with daughters fiveet and fair ; 


"Theſe from the world's alluring arts tofave, 


O point thꝰ inſtructive leſſon at her grave; 
Bid them be Martha through each ſcene of liſe, 


Like her, the tender mother, friend and wife. 


On a FEMALE SERVANT, aged Twenty-two. 
YE rich and great, who bribe the poet's lays, 
To deck the ſelptur'd tomb with fulſome praiſe; 
Who cauſe fubltme the pompous line to flow, 

For fancy'd virtue, and for fancy'd woe: 


Dare not to {coff at this unpoliſh'd Stone, 


(Rough as the honeſt verſe that's grav'd thereon) 
Which makes the humble ſpot, where real worth, 
Now yields her poor remains to mother earth. 
One ho at early age was cruel hurl'd, 

A needy orphan, on th* unfeeling world; 
Where, avaricious man, unapt to feel, 
Withheld, till hardly earn'd, her daily meal; 


_— 


And 


6 8 

( 6 ) 
And where, confinement, foe to health and caſe, 
To painful labour, added ſharp diſeaſe, . 
Till death at length procur'd her ſweet releaſe. 


Os an INFANT, aged three Years and fix Months. t 
CUT down by death's dread fickle, here lies low, 

A flower, than which, a ſweeter did now blow ; 

This mournful grave conceals the earthly cold, 

The ſpirit blooms in the Paradiſe of God; e 
Boaſt, cruel death ! but know, ſhort is thy reign, 
Thou in thy turn ſhalt fall*—he riſe again. 


On Mrs. Mason , by Mr, Mason ; ix Briftol Cathedral. 


TAKE, holy earth, all that my ſoul holds dear, 
Take the beſt gift which heav'n ſo lately gave. 
To Briſtol's fount I bore with trembling care 
Her faded form: ſhe bow'd to taſte the wave, 
And died. Does youth, does beauty read the line? 
Does ſympathetic fear their breaſts alarm? 
Speak, dead Maria, breathe a ſtrain divine, 
E'en from the grave thou ſhalt have power to charm. 


Bid them be chaſte, be innocent like thee ; 
Bid them in duty's ſphere as meekly move; 
And if fo fair, from vanity as free, 
As fond in friendſhip, and as firm in love. 


* The laft enemy that foall be defroyed is death, 1 Cor, xv, 26. 


K Tell 


„„ 
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(WI 
Tell them, tho' tis an awful thing to dle. 
("Twas eꝰ en to thee) yet the dread path once trod, 


Heav'n lifts its everlaſting portals high, | 
And bids ( the pure in heart behold their God“. * | 


On ibe Death * Mrs. Haw ESwoR TH; by her Hus-, 


(BAND. 


WHOPF'*ER, like me, with boding anguiſh brings, 
His heart's whole treaſure to fair Briſtol's ſprings 3 8 
Whoe'er, like me, to ſoothe diſeaſe and pain 

Shall pour theſe ſalutary ſtreams in vain; 
Condemn'd, like me, to hear the faint reply, 

To mark the fluſhing cheek, the ſinking eye, 


From the chill brow to wipe the damps of death, 


And watch with dumb deſpair each ſhort'ning breath; 
If chance direct him to this artleſs line, 


Let the ſad mourner know his pangs were mine. 


Ordain'd to loſe the partner of my breaſt, 

Whoſe beauty warm'd me, and whoſe virtue bleſt; 
Form'd every tie that binds the ſoul to prove 

Her duty, friendſhip, and that friendſhip love. 
But yet, rememb'ring that the parting ſigh 


Ordain'd the juſt to ſumber—not to die + ; 


The falling tear I check'd, I kiſs'd the rod, 


And not to earth refigned her—but to God. 


Or a religious Vou x Woman, aged Twenty-one. 


TO death a pious, patient prey ſhe fell, 
O Reader! may you live and die as well. 


- * Matt. v. 8. i + 1 Theſl, iv. 14. 


Mt 


( &f 2) 


Or an eminent. DisseEnTING MINISTER, who died in 
the Sixty-ninth Year of his Age. 


NE AR half an age“, hh every good man's praiſe 
Among his flock the ſhepherd ſpent his days; 

The friend and patron of the ſick and poor, 

Want never knock'd unheeded at his door, 

Oft when his duty call'd, diſeaſe and pain, 

Strove to confine him, but they ſtrove in vain. 

All mourn his death whoſe virtues long they 11d: ; 
They knew not how they lov'd him till he dy'd; 
Peculiar bleflings did his life attend, 

God was his guide, and Jeſus was his friend ; 
With whom (bleſt faint!) he now is gone ta reign, 
Chriſt was his life, and death his endleſs gain. 


On 4 pious Lapr's Monument, in Briſtol; by à Weeping 


Friend. 


BENEATH this marble reſts the mortal part, 
Of her who once delighted every heart ; 

How good ſhe was, and what her virtues were, 
Let weeping relatives and friends declare, 

The heart that now this little tribute pays, 
Tooexquiſitely feels to ſpeak her praiſe ; : 
Yet would'| thou know the pious life ſhe ſpent, 
How many from her hands receiv*d content 


He was ordained a Paſtor over a Congregation in London, in the 


TWENTY»SECOND year of his age, 


K 2 How 


How: many breaſts that poverty had chill'd, 

i! Her charity with peace, and rapture fil'd; 

| The village nigh ſhall gratify thine ears, 

| | And tell thee, ſome with words, but moſt with fears. 


Oz an EminenT PHYSICIAN. 
The Virtues of his Life were too numerous to be contained ia 
an EPITAPH. 


Let it ſuffice to obſerve, 
| 8 That in his character were comprehended, 
= - Pure morality, untainted by ſuperſtition ; 
An ineffable ſweetneſs of temper, 
Which fickneſs and death could not diſcompoſe; 
The excellencies which flow'd from a good heart, 
and a ſound underſtanding ; 
With the peculiar graces of genius and learning, 
And every ſocial virtue, 
in the higheſt degree of perfection. 
He lived an ornament to religion, 
an honor to his country : 
And departed this life, 
when he had attained the age of fifty years, 
To the inexpreffible ſorrow of his family, 
| his friends, 
and a numerous train of mourners, 


The objcdts of his charity, benevolence, and eſteem. 


i 
4 


A retuarke 


Great God, are 


( 6g ) 


A remarkable Er ITA R, in a Country Church-yard, 


PASSENGER, | 
Suffer me to inform you 
That over thefe aſhes 


No tear was ever ſhed, and that for many years 


This turf has wanted a ſignature; 
For a moment let oblivion withhold her exultation. 


With ſorrow and ſincerity, 
This plain ſtone is inſcribed (by one whom 555 
never ſaw) 
To the memory of the Rev. PETRA ELx1NGTON, 
a man 
Of great genius, and many virtues z 
whoſe lot it was in this world 


To live in neglect without comfort, 
And to — ſolitude without a friend, 


t theſe things noted in thy book ! 


On a Younc Lady's Tomb-ſtone, in a Church-yard at 
| Briſtol. 


WHEN forrow weeps o' er virtue's ſacred duſt, 
Our tears become us, and our grief is juſt, 


On a promiſing Jour un, Fifteen Years of age. 


WHEN age, all patient, and without regret, 


Lies down in peace, and pays the gen'ral debt, - 
"Tis weakneſs moſt unmahly, to deplore 


'The death of thoſe who reliſh life no more. 
But 


| ( 79 ) 
But when fair youth, that ev*ry promiſe gave, 
Sheds his ſweet bloſſom in the blaſting grave, 
All eyes o'erflow with many a ſtreaming tear, 
And each ſad boſom heaves the figh ſincere. 


On @ religious YounG Man, Twenty-four Years of age, 


— — — 
= 


UNPITYING death, and the deſtroyer time, 
Here fix d my period, ere I reach'd my prime; 
But in my God T truſt (who dy'd to fave) 
To riſe triumphant o'er them and the grave 3 
For you, oh, reader ! ev'ry earthly bliſs, 

= _ Remember, cloſes in a ſcene like this ; 

| Scorn then the ſhadows, which ſo ſoon depart, 

| | And'to eternal pleaſures raiſe your heart. 


O Erierzrus, an eminent PHILOSOPHER's Tombſtone, 


THO? baſe my body, ſlavery tho' my lot, 
Poor and a beggar, heav'n deſpis'd me not. 


On the Tomb of an eminent MUSICIAN and PAINTER, 
OH born in liberal ſtudies to excel, 
Thou friendly, candid, virtuous mind, farewell! 
8 To ſpeak thy praiſe, all eloquence is faint, 
| Except the ſtyle's expreſſive as thy paint: 
Unleſs th' enliven'd numbers ſweetly flow, 
As when thy muſic made the ſoul to glow ; 


| | 195 Unleſs 


13 
Unleſs the muſes poliſh every line, 
And draw the good man with a warmth divine; 
Serenely pious, with the gentleſt mind; 
Thro' life contented, and in death reſign'd *, 


On a YouncG GENTLEMAN, aged Trwenty-ſeven, whoſe 


Death was occafioned by a broken vat Written by a 
Friend. 


} 


READER, approach this urn thou need'ſt not fear, 
'Th' extorted promiſe of one plaintive tear ; 

To mourn a youthful friend, from whom thov'lt learn 
More than a Plato taught—the grand concern 

Of mortals ! come, with ſerious thought ſurvey 

This little tenement of mould'ring clay, 

And know thy end 


Tho? young, tho? gay, this ſcene of death explore, 


The young, the gay, alas! is now no more; 
A fracture of his leg, ah! hapleſs doom, 
Conſign'd his body early to the tomb. 


. While fainter merit aſks the powers of verſe, 
Few words, but faithful, ſhall his worth rehearſe ; 
(The man whoſe reputation had no taint, 
Tranſcends the poet's praiſe, the limner's paint ) 
In action prudent, and in word ſincere, | 
In friendſhip faithful, and in honour clear : 
Thro' life's vain ſcenes the ſame in ev'ry part, 

A ſteady judgment, and an honeſt heart ; 


* Happy the man ! who believingon the Son of God, can look death 


in the face, with an inward complacency and reſignation, aſſured that 
death to him will be eternal gain, 


He 
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He vaunts no honours, all his pride, a mind. 


As infants guiltleſs, and as angels kind. 


On a YouxG GEenTLEMAN, aged Twenty-three. 


PEACE; once accompliſh'd youth ; once e blooming 
flower, 
Cut down by death in an untimely hour; 
Soft be thy kind retreat, the duſty bed, 
Where worth like thine reclines her weary head. 
Snatch'd by heav'n's great decree (in friendſhip's ſight) 
From doing good on earth, thy chief delight, 
Thy foul now ſoars among the ſaints above, 
In full enjoyment of a Saviour's love. 
Dear youth, farewell ! nor let a parent's grief, 
Or ſiſter's tears deſpair of heaven's relief; 
But wait that ſolemn day, which ſhall reſtore, 
And prove your ſon not loſt, but gone before. 


On a renne MaRxRIED CouPLs, in the Abbey Church, 
h at Briftol. 


—— — 


IF truth and innocence deſerve a tear, 

Stop gentle paſſenger and drop it here; 

Here ſweetly ſleeps a pair ſnatch'd ſoon from life, 

A pattern fair for man, for maid, for wife; 

May weeping friends that ſhall approach this grave, 
Thoſe virtues imitate, tears could not ſave. | 


Or 
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On a7 omb-flone in Clifton Church-yard, near Briftol. 
OH man! be mindful of thy latter end, 
So live, that dying, Chri/ may be thy friend; 
Grow forth in Goſpel grace, as well as years, 
Then welcome death whenever it appears. 


On a late eminent POoET®, who died of a Putrid Fever, aged 
Forty-ſeven. © 


*TIS done, *tis done—the iron hand of pain, 
With ruthleſs fury and corroſive force, 
Racks ev'ry joint, and ſeizes every vein ; 
He finks, he groans, he falls a lifeleſs corſe. 


Thus fades the flow'r, nipp'd by the frozen gale, 
Tho! once ſo ſweet, ſo lovely to the eye; 
Thus the tall oaks, when boiſt' rous ſtorms aſſail, 


Torn from the earth, a mighty ruin lie. 


Ye ſacred ſiſters of the plaintive verſe, 
Now let the ſtream of fond affection flow); 
O pay your tribute o'er the ſlow- drawn hearſe, 
With all the manly dignity of woe. 
Oft when the curfew tolls its parting knell, 
With ſolemn pauſe yonchurch-yard's gloom ſurvey, 
While ſorrow's ſighs, and tears of pity tell, 
How deareſt friends on every ſide decay. 


Mr. Gray, author of the celebrated elegy in a country churcb. yard 
L 5 


626-1 


* On wiewing the Grave of the Rev. Mr. ECCLEs, who bft | 
his Life, in endeavouring to ſave a drowning Youth, in the 
River Avon. h 


HERE worth exalted, undiſtinguiſh'd lies ; 
No weeping cherubs claim one grateful tear; 
Yet fame ſhall ſound his plaudit in the ſkies, 
While lining angels all attentive hear. 
True worth, alone, his monument ſhall prove; 
No marble need be rear'd, his praiſe to tell; 
Yet *twere but juſt, that thoſe who felt his love 
Should pay ſome tribute to his god-like zeal. 


Shall proud ambition ſleep beneath the tomb 
Of pomp and ſtate, to catch the public eye ; 
| .»._ Whilea rude grave alone ſhall prove his doom, 
= Who fell a victim to humanity ? . 


Forbid it, ev'ry virtue of the ſoul ! 

F Forbid it, Juſtice, from thy ſacred throne ! 

| Let fome inſcription, form'd to ſpeak the whole, 
_ | Proclaim his merit, on ſome humble ſtone. 


And that neceſſity may prove no plea, 
I Accept theſe lines, tho? homely, yet ſincere ; 
For ah! did each ſpectator feel like me, 


Not one would quit his grave without a tear 


EPITAPH. 


Beneath this ſtone the Man of Feeling“ lies; 
Humanity had mark'd him for her own ; 
His virtue rais'd him to his native ſkies, 
Ere half his merit-to the world was known. 


e He was the Author of a beautiful novel of that name. 


n 
In health, and full-blown prime, he nobly yd; 
To ſave a drowning youth, he dar'd the wave; 
But, ere his throbbing boſom well had ſigh'd, 
Th' obdurate Avon prov'd their mutual grave. 


O'er his remains, oh! drop one grateful tear; 
Poor, far from kindred *, and from end, he lies 
No parent ſtrew'd his ſolitary bier; | 
No kind relation weeping clos'd his eyes. 


A reins CHARACTER, truly worthy imitation. 


KKR <5 in Shropſhire died, J. Melmont, a man 
of ſtrict honour and probity, and of a truly amiable diſ- 
poſition. Though qualified to ſhine in the ſenate, he re- 
duced his mind to enjoy the comforts of a private ſtation. 
Here he exerciſed the virtues of an univerſal philanthropy. 
He cloathed the naked; he fed the poor; he found em- 
ploy for the induſtrious, and ſubſcribed liberally towards 
their relief. Amongſt his neighbours he mixed with great 
aftability and gentleneſs of manners. In ſhort, he was the 
gentleman, the man of taſte, and, what is beſt of all, 
the good Chriſtian}. | 

In his houſe he maintained the rules of order and regu- 
larity; in his church, of which he was the patron, Nas 
exhibited a ftriking proof of this regularity of conduct, 
by the general attendance of all his domeſtics. : 

His private charities were liberal and extenſive ; and 
his having bequeathed conſiderable legacies to the neigh- 
bouring and other pariſhes, ſhew him not unmindfal of 


+ Mr. Eccles's friends lived in Ireland. 
+ A Chriſtian is the higheſt ſtyle of man. Nicut TrovenTs, 
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TW) 
them in his lateſt moments. In him the accompliſhments 
of a finiſhed gentleman were added to the amiable virtues I 
of an aſſectionate huſband, a tender parent, a ſincere i 
friend, and an indulgent maſter. Society muſt feel the 
loſs of ſo rare and exemplary a character, who, as he in- 
herited ſuch virtues, died univerſally beloved, revered, 
lamented ; and mot by thoſe who knew him f. 
| His Epitaen. 
Oh! Melmont, while to brighter 2 you wear, 
(The anxious cares of life for ever o'er) 
Caſt down one look, and ſee around thy bier 
What crowds attendant pour the heartfelt tear ! 
What tides of ſorrow in one blended ſtream, 
Rolls o'er thy mem' ry, and embalms thy name! 
Can this be bitter? No; *tis life, tis gain; 
And all that's ſad is the ſurvi vors pain, 
For, O! thy virtues form'd the finiſh'd plan, 
Of all that's good, that's dignified in man. 
The huſband, parent, and unſhaken friend, 
Loſe half their charms in thy lamented end ; 
For where's the man can equal worth ſupply ? 
So much reſpected live, ſo honour'd, die? 


© On à poor honeſt Ma nt, in Nottiughamphire. 
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IIS not the tomb of marble poliſh'd high, 
The venal verſe, or flattering titles nigh ; 

The claſſic learning, on a ſculptur'd ſtone, 
Where Latin tells what Engliſh bluſh'd to own, 
Shall ſhroud the guilty from the eye of God, 
Incline his balance, or avert his rod; 


* Would to God poverty never loſt fight of honeſty. 


OS > DTS \ 
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His ** can raiſe the crippled and che poor, 
Laid in the way, or fainting at the door; 
And blaſt the villain, tho' to altars fied, WF 
Wyo robb'd us, living; and inſults us, dead. 


Or the MisTREss of a LaDy's Boarding School, aged 
Tuabenty-four years, aud two days. ' 


THRICE happy ſaint! thine earthly warfare's oer, 
And ſage inſtructions thou ſhall give more; | 
Tho! late adorn'd with ev*ry charm of youth, 

Thy tongue obedient to the voice of truth ; | | 
Grim death has cropt thy blooming youthful charms, | 
And the cold grave now folds thee in its arms. 


How ſhort her life — ſcarce twice twelve years were ſeen, 
Ere death's unerring weapons intervene ; / 
He ſnatch'd his victim; ſtraight her ſpirit flies, 

To endleſs realms of bliſs beyond the ſkies. 


Ye blooming damſels late her tender care, 
Lament your loſa, with me your forrow ſhare; 
Tho? vain the hope, the wiſh for her return, 
Beſtow one tear upon her ſacred urn; 

Let your kind ſighs with me in concert join, 
And add your ſympathifing tears to mine. 


On a Mix1STER ; written by himſelf, and by his order 
| engraved on his Tomb ſtone. 


E*EN ſuch is time which takes in truſt, 
Our youth, and joys, and all we have, 


And 


| (78) 
And pays us but, with age and duft ; 
Which in the dark and filent grave, 
- Shuts up the ſtory of our days; 


_ End from which earth, and grave, and Cult, 
The Lord ſhall raiſe me up I truft, 


1 | On a pious Youn G LADY, aged Twenty-two. 
t | 55 


The humble ſtone that tells thee life is vain; 
| Here beauty lies in mould'ring ruins loſt, 
bad A bloſſom nipt by death's untimely froſt : 
3 Unwarn'd, yet unſurpriz'd, found on her guard, 
a = A prudent virgin watching for her Lord. 
W-1 In early youth ſhe wiſely ſought her God, 
4 | And the ſafe path of ſmiling virtue trod; 
i | In bloom of beauty, nobly turn'd aſide 
: The incenſe flattery offer'd to her pride. 
Her front with bluſhing modeſty ſhe bound, 
And on her lips the law of truth was found ; 
Fond to oblige, too gentle to offend; 
Belov'd by all, to all the good, a friend: 
The bad the cenſur*d by her 4% alone, 
Blind to heir faults, ſevere upon her own; . 
; | In others griefs a tender part ſhe bore, 
| And with the needy ſhar'd her little ſtore : 
At diſtance ſaw the world with pious dread, 
And to God's temple for protection fled ; 
There ſought that peace which heav'n alone can give, 
And learnt to die, ere others learn to live. 


| l | STAY, Chriftian, ſtay, nor let thy haſte profane 


Tho' 


69 
Thoꝰ clos'd thoſe eyes, by which all hearts were . 
Tho? every feature of each grace diſarm'd; 
h Yet think not, that. her piety was vain, 
WY Her ſou! ſurvives, her virtues ſtill remain; 
O'er vanquiſh'd death th' immortal ſaint prevails, 
And op'ning heav'n the bleſſed ſpirit hails, 


Ona Younc GenTLEMAN's Tomb, aged Twenty-/ix, 


YE ſons of eaſe, who ſpread your fails 
In pleaſure's filver ſtream, 

Believe not the fallacious gales, 
Nor truſt the glittering beam. 


But from Alexis learn to prize 
The joys by virtue given; 

Theſe are the raptures of the wiſe, 
And point the road to heaven. 


Theſe every ſorrow will appeaſe, 
And every wiſh ſupply ; 
And teach the juſt with equal caſe, 
To ſlumber, or to die. 


On a YounG WOU AN“, aged Nineteen, 


THIS humble grave tho' no proud ſtructures grace, 
Yet truth and candour ſanctify the place: 


That blameleſs virtue, which adorn'd thy bloom, 
Lamented maid ! now weeps upon thy tomb. 

O *ſcap'd from life! O ſafe on that calm ſhore, 
Where ſin, and pain, and ſorrow are no more 


Death takes the young, to warn ſurviving youth, 
None are too young to die 


What 


6 80 ) 
What neither wealth could buy, nor power decree, 
Regard and pity wait fincere on the: 


While foft remembrance drops a pious tear, 
| And real friendſhip ſtands a mourner here. 


* * * 


Ou a pious YounG Lady, of Beauty and Fortune, aged 
Eighteen. 


IN vain our tears, lamented maid, are ſhed, 
In vain with ſighs we mourn thine early doom; 
The pangs of woe can never reach the dead, 
Or pierce the filent manfions of the tomb. 


Yet ſacred ſhade, the tributary ſigh | 
9 | Which friendſhip pays, as due to thee, receive; 
While *tis the lot of worth hke yours to die, 

It muſt be nature's privilege to grieve. 


_ — 
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Thy tender boſom is no longer warm, 
g Thy checks will glow with bluſhes now no more 
x1 For death, alas! has triumph'd o'er a form 
; Deſign'd to conquer all the world before, 
Hence mortals learn this truth by heav'n deſign'd, 
How frail is life, how ſhort the preſent ſtate ; ; 
And know, that all the virtues of the mind, 
Can ne'er exempt us from the ſtroke of fate“ 
Then while kind heav'n prolongs my fleeting breath, 
Thy bright example let me firive to be; 
That I with j Joy may meet the ſtroke of death, 
And ſhare, bleſt ſaint l eternal blifs with thee. - 


* Mors vincit omnes. | 


On 


681 


On an eminent PopT®, lately acceaſed. 


—— 


SWEET bard farewell ! to each fine feeling true, 

Thy virtues many, and thy vices few; 

Anather”s woe thy heart could always melt, 

None gave more free, for none more deeply felt. 

Thy generous acts with thy harmonious lays, 

Have ſculptur'd out thy monument of praiſe ; 

Yes, theſe will live to time's remoteſt day, 

While drops the buſt, and marble tombs decay: 
Reader, if number'd in the muſes? train; 

Go tune the lyre, and imitate his ſtrain ; 

But if no poet, then reverſe the plan, 

And in thine actions, imitate the mar: 


Or a private GENTLEMAN, - who was accompliſhed in the 
Sifter Arts of Music and PalnTiNG. 


OH born in liberal ſtudies to excel, 

Thou friendly, candid, virtuous mind; farewell! 
To ſpeak thy praiſe, all eloquence is faint, 
Except the, ſtyle's expreſſive as thy paint; 
Unleſs th' enliven'd numbers ſweetly flow, 

As when thy muſic gave the ſoul to glow ; 
Unleſs the mules poliſh every line, 

And draw the good man with a warmth divine, 
Serenely pious, with the gentleſt mind, 

Thro' life contented, and in death reſign'd. 


* Dr. Goldſmith, author of the Deſerted Village, &cs 
M On 
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On a Younc GENTLEMAN, aged Twenty-one. 


HERE lies a youth, (ah wherefore breathleſs lies ) 


| Learn'd, without pride, and diffidently wiſe; 
Mild to all faults, which from weak nature flow'd, 


Ford of all virtues, whereſo er beſtow'd. 

Who never gave, nor ſlightly took offence, 
The beſt good nature, and the beſt good ſenſe ; 
Who living hop'd, and dying felt no fears, 


His only ſting of death, a parent's tears. 


Oz a YounG Lapr, aged Seventeen. 


COME not, mortal, here to weep, 
Bend not thus thy penſive brow, 


Free from ſorrow I can ſleep, 
Trrifles can't diſturb me now. 


All thy little wants ſurvey, 
Every hope, and every fear, 

Sigh, and turn thy ſteps away,. 
Happineſs abideth here. 

'Tho? the duſt beneath this ſod, 
Virtue, truth, and ſenſe poſſeſt; 


In the boſom of its God, 
Only could the ſpirit reſt. 


Sacred angels! guard the tomb, 
- Pureſt ſpirits hover round; 
Till the date of nature's doom, 
Shall this ſpot be hallow'd ground. 


Lucy, 


( 83 ) 
Luc, or an ELEGY on a Younc Lay, aged Twenty, 
written on a Summer's Evening. 


WEEP, lovely virgins, weep, 
Round beauty*s clay- cold bed; 

Look here and ſee what you muſt be, 
And mourn o'er Lucy dead. 


Thou ſun about to ſhed 
The parting ray of light, 

Again ſhalt riſe, but Lucy's eyes 
Are ſet in endleſs night. 

Come ſwains and look your laſt; 
Think how your hopes are flown, 


While here below (ah fight of woe, ) 
Lies Lucy, dead and gone. 


Vet hope (while thus we wail,) 
On high among the bleſt, 


Points out a ſcene of joys ſerene, 
And everlaſting reſt ®. 


Then ceaſe the heaving figh, 
And wipe the falling tear ; 
See Lucy rife above the ſkies +, 

And ſhine an angel there. 


On a Lady, in Margate Church-yard, in Kent. 
IN ſearch of health ſhe wander'd to this place, 
Thinking once more that happineſs t' embrace; 


* Heb. xi. 10. 


+ Thy power O death ! ſhall not for ever reign, 
Tho? all muſt die, yet all ſhall riſe again, 


Fe M 2 But 


| (+ $4*.): 

But why ſhould we for length of days contend, 
Since death's ſo ſure his meſſenger to ſend ; 
Too ſoon we cannot then ourſelves apply, 

To learn th' important leſſon —how to die. 


On a Religious vob Ma N, at Margate, in Kent. 


HE died in faith, what more can words expreſs, 
To ſoothe the mind, and make our ſorrows leſs ? 
Remov'd from us he treads a'brighter ſphere; 
And ſhares the glories he moſt wiſt'd for here: 
| | That Lord he loy'd and ſerv'd is now his joy, 
| | And ſongs of praiſes his divine employ. 

| 

| 


Oz a YouTH, in Clifton Church-yard, near Briſtol, 


THE ſtruggle's o'er, I have my choice, 
Let none repine whilſt I rejoice ; 

On cherub's wings unſeen by you, 

My joyful ſpirit upward flew ; 

And till the laſt great riſing day, 

My Lord will watch my fleeping clay *. 


* Aprecable to this Epitaph, ſings the late Dr. Watts in one of his 
hymns, | 
God my Redeemer lives, 
And ever from the ſkies ; 
Looks down and watches all my duſt, 
Till he ſhall bid it riſe. 


685 ), 


On AL,CanDER's Tomb, an amiable YounG GEnTLE-: 
MAN, aged Twenty-ſix. 


WHEN death remorſeleſs throws his fatal dart, 
He wounds a friend, perhaps a lover's heart ; 
Commons and nobles undiſtinguiſh'd fall, 

And unconcern'd their heirs ſucceed them all ; 
But when the tyrant laid Alcander low, 

Fair virtue wept, for virtue felt the blow. 


On a Younc LA, aged than in Hernſey 
Church-yard. 


LOVELY in death, ſo on the verdant plain, 

Falls the fair flow'ret overcharg*d with rain ; 

Thus early, tranſient, pure as ſnow new driv'n , 

« She ſparkled, was exhal'd, and went to heav'n +." 


Ox a VouN Man, who died for Love. 
POOR youth! thy tear- ſwoln eye no more ſhall weep, 
No more ſhall care diſturb thy quiet ſleep ; 
No more ſhall miſery tear thy feeling ſoul ; 
No more ſhall love thy every ſenſe controul ; 
Love viſits all producing pain or ftrife, 
And proves the bleſſing, or the curſe of life. 


® Iſaiah i. 18. + Night Thoughts. 
Or 


1 
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Or an o Gavilan s Tomb, in Llington Church- 


yard. 


AS thoſe we love decay, we de in part, 
String after ſtring is ſever'd from the heart; 
Till looſen'd Ife at laſt but breathing clay, 
Without one pang is glad to flee away ; 
Unhappy he ! who lateſt feels the blow, 


. Whole eyes have wept o'er every friend laid low, 


Dragg'd lingering on from partial death to death, 
Till dying, all he canrefign is breath. 


Oz a Youne Man's Tomb, who was drowned, at 
Brighton. 


PARENTS and friends weep not for me, 
'Tho'I was drowned in the fea ; 

It. was God's will it ſhould be fo, 

Some way or other all muſt go. 


On a Your n, in St. Peter's Church ard, in Kent. 
CONFIDE not reader in thy youth nor ſtrength, 
But more than both, the ↄręſent moments prize“; 
Graves here ſurround thee of each breadth and length, 
And thou perhaps may'it be the next that dies. 


The preſent now is all we can be ſure of, therefore let us ſtudy ts 
improve it in preparing for death and judgment. 
Another day thou may'it not ice, 


SoiltakyY WALKs. 


On 


Prepare then for eternity. 


6870 


Os a Tomb-ftone, in the bey Church, in Briſtai. 


BOAST not, O death! thy univerſal reign, 
Thou in thy turn ſhalt in the end be ſlain *. 


Oz a Younc Lady, in Ditto. 


BELOV'D by all, by her own ſex admir'd, 
Her praiſe how few deſervedly attain ! 
In private life theſe virtues ſhe acquir'd ; 


Hallow'd and ſacred may her bones remain. 


On an INFANT, in Birchinton C hurch-yard, in Kent. 


AH! why ſo ſoon, juſt as the bloom appears, 
Drops the fair bloſſom in this vale of tears ? 
Death view'd the treaſure to the deſart giv'n, 

And claim'd the right of planting it in heav'n. 


On a MARINER, 12 Margate Church-yard. 


_ THO! boift'rous winds and Neptuneꝰs waves 
. Have toſs'd me to and fro; 
» In ſpite of both by God's decree, 
I harbour here below; 


* x Cor, xv. 26. 


„1 : Where 


8 To manſions of eternal reſt. \ 


886) 
Where at an anchor I do ride, 
Wich many of our fleet; 
Yet once again I ſhall ſet ſail, 
Our Admiral Chriſt to meet“. 


- 


Ona e WW in Bunhill feli. 


_ WHY mould we mourn departing ons 
*Or "ſhake at death's alarms; 

"Tis but che voice that Jeſus ſends, 

To call them to his arms. | 


On a YounG MaaklizD Lax, in Kent, 
written by her Huſband, 


MEEK was her temper, pious was her life, 
A tender mother and a virtuous wife; 

Alas H. ſhe's gone, dear object of my love, 
T increaſe the number of the ſaints above . 


This Epitaph, however it may have been publiſhed before, un 
thought well deſerving a place in this ſelection, for its luitablends t 
a ſailor's tomb. 


t This Epitaph reminds me of thoſe elegiac 44. of the late Dr, 
Watts. 


Thanks be to God whoſe faithful love, 


Hath eall'd anether'to his bfeaſt, 
Tranſlated her to joys above, 


By bleſſed ſpirits ſafe-copvey'd, 
Lodg'd in the garner of the ſky, 
She reſts; in Abtaham's boſom laid, 


She lives with God, no more to die. 0 | 
[ 


O DrestnTinG Minisr zx, in Kent. 
'TO earth his mortal relicks are conſign'd, 
But heav'n has claim*d th imperiſhable mind ; 
There the immortal ſoul more largely bleſt, 
Exults and triumphs in eternal reſt ; 
And ah ! what ſolace for his children's pain, 
To think their loſs is his eternal gain +. 


— — 
Oz a Marr ItdD WonAx, in Birchin Church-yard, in 
Kent. 
GREAT was her earthly and domeſtic fame, 
But brighter virtues glow'd within her mind; ; 
She during life purſued a glorious aim, 
In ſickneſs patient, and in death reſign'd. 


On a Younc La DY aged Eighteen, in Ramſgate Church. 
yard, in Kent, 


©, wy 
neſs vl 


PASSENGER pauſe —permit a very ons to tell 
thee, that the bloom of youth, fair proſpects, and pa- 
rental fondneſs cannot reverſe the fentence, To diſt thou 
ate Dr, 
ſhalt return . . 

„We are affured by divine revelation, that at death the body re | 


turns to the earth, from whence it was taken, and the ſpirit to God who 
gave it. Eecleſ. xii. 7. 


+ Phil. i. 21. N * 
1 Gen, iii, 19. \ 


N On 
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Oz a ManzizD Lady, in the Abbey Church, at Briſtol 
| WHOE'ER. thou art whom chance may lead, 
3 To theſe ſtill manſions of the dead, 
Y ö Canſt thou a ſigh refuſe, | 
ö For one who reſts beneath this ſtone, 
Whom reſignation mark'd her own, 
And virtue wept to loſe ? 


Oz Ditto, in Margate Church-yard, in Kent, 


A tender faithful wife, a friend ſincere, - 

Lov'd and lamented much, lays buried here. 

She wept for many, tho? ſhe knew but few, 
Let tears then flow, for tears to her are due ; 
Tombs, buſts, and monuments advantage not, 
If names remain, the perſons are forgot; 

But time ſhall names efface and tomb-ſtones rend, 
All fabrics will decay and have an end * ; 

In the mean while may this plain ſtone ſuffice, 
To mark the place where dear Eugenia lies. 


l | Oza LIrTII GIII, who died in the Seventh Year of ber | 
2 Age. 

HERE lies a lovely maid, who from her birth, 
" Became a conſtant ftrife *tween heav'n and earth; 


Nirtue alone outbuilds the pyramids, 
Her monuments ſhall laſt when ÆEzypt's fall. 
De. YounG. 


Each 
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1 | Each claim'd her; pleaded for her; either cried 
The child is mine; at length they did divide, 
Heav'n took her ſoul ; the earth her corpſe did ſeize, 
Yet not in fee, ſhe only holds in leaſe; 
With this proviſo, when the Judge ſhall call, 
Earth ſhall give up her charge and heav'n have all. 


On a GENTLEMAN'sS Tomb, in Kent. 
HE Av N gives us friends to bleſs the preſent ſtate, 
Reſumes them to prepare us for the next. 
O death ! where i is thy ſting? O Oe” ! where is 
thy victory? 
Thanks be 10 God, who giveth us the vikery thro) our 
Lord Jeſus Chrift *. 
O death ; where's now thy ting FE; 
We fall, we riſe, we reign ; W 
And from thy fetters ſpring, 
To life and light again. 


On a Tomb-ftone in St. Laurence Charch-yard, in Kent. 
THE grave is a refining pot, 
Unto believers eyes, 


Tis there the fleſh will loſe its drofs, 
i Andie the fun ſhall rife. 


® 1 Cor. Tv. 37. 
ach N2 | | ob 


En 
T his corruption muſt put on incorription, and Fr Nor- 
tal, immortality *. 
Bleſſed are the dead who. die in the Lord, for they reft- 
from their labours, and their <vorks do follow them f. 


Oz My. Sn nsTONE's Tomb, in Hales Owen Church-yard. 


5 | : | — 


, 0 
READER, if genius, taſte reſin d, 
A native elegance of mind ; 

If virtue, ſcience, manly ſenſe, . 

If wit that never Ave offence, 


In thy eſteem e er chin d a part, . 


| Ah! ſmite thy breaſt and drop a tear, | 


— 
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For know thy Shenftone*s duſt lies here. 


On the Tombſtone of a truly good Man in Hertfordſhire. 


FAREWELL my deareſt friends, I muſt away, 
Death calls me hence I would no longer ſtay ; 
Farewell all earthly joys, I go to prove, | 

The endleſs pleaſures of the ſaints above; 


: | Farewell my pains, diſorders, doubts and fears, 
' In heaven there's neither fickneſs, grief nor tears; 


All I poſſeſt below I now reſign, 
Vain world A but welcome joys divine t- 


* 1x Cor. xv. 53. + Rev. xiv. 13. 
+ See the Rural Chriſtian, book 4. 


E DA 
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Ona YounG Man's Tomb aged Twenty-one. 


A ſpan is all that we can boaſt, 
An inch or two of time, 
Man is but vanity and duſt, 
In all his flow'r and prime, 
'  Chilabood and youth are wanity *. 


An EP1TAPH in Bath Cathedral. 
Near this monument are depoſited the remains of Laney MII- 
LER ; ſhe departed this life at the Hot-Wells of Briſtol, 
the 24th of June, 1781, in the Forty-firft year of ber 


age. 


DEVOTED fone ! amid the wrecks of time, 
Uninjur'd bear thy Miller's ſpotleſs name; 

The virtues of her youth, and ripen'd prime, 
The tender thought, th' enduring record claim. 
When clos'd the numerous eyes that round this bier 
Have wept the loſs of wide-extended worth, 

O gentle ftranger, may one gen'rous tear 

Drop as thou bendeſt o'er this hallow'd earth! 

Are truth and genius, love and pity, thine, 

With lib'ral charity, and faith ſincere? 


Then reſt thy wand' ring ſteps beneath this ſhrine, 
And greet a kindred ſpirit hov'ring near. 


* Eceleſ. xi. 10. 
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Oz a Matzind LApr, in 4 Church-yard, in Bucking« 
| ; bamſbire. 
. BEHOLD this ſilent grave which doth embrace, 
A virtuous wife with Rachel's lovely face, 
Serah's obedience, Lydia's open heart *, 
Martha's good care , and Mary's better part x. 


Oz an OIL M. x's Tomb, who died in his Seventy · ſeventh 
0 year, in Bolton Church-yard, in Lancaſhire, 


HE faw many changes and great alterations ; he went 
through many troubles and divers'conditions, but found 
reſt, joy and happineſs only in holineſs, the faith, fear, 
and love of God in EY: | 


Oz a Younc Man, aged Twenty-three, in Ditto. 


WITH deepeſt thoughts ſpectator view thy fate, 
Thus mortals paſs to an immortal ſtate; 


Acts xvi. 14. + Luke x. 40. + Luke x. 42: 

& However wicked men may abound in wealth, honours and earthly 
polleflions, they cannot enjoy true peace and felicity, for there is no 
Peace, ſaith my God, to the wicked ; but the real Chriſtian poſſeſſes an 
inward peace and joy, which this world cannot give or take away ; anda 
ſtranger intermedd:cth not there with. 


'Thro? 


3 
Thro' death's dark vale we hope he found the way, 
To the bright regions of eternal day; : 
Life's but a moment *, death this moment ends, 
Thrice bleſt is he who well this moment ſpends; | 
For know, thereon cternity depends. 


Oz the Rev. Mr. G. WIT TIEL D, in his Chapel, in 
Tottenham Court Road. 


HE like his maſter was by ſome deſpis'd, 

Like him by many others lov'd and priz'd; 

But theirs ſhall be the everlaſting crown, | 
Not whom the world but 7e/us Chrift ſhall own. 


| | Oz a YouncG Wouan, aged Twenty-two, in Banhill 
| Fields. 
A ſoul prepar'd needs no delays, 
The ſummons comes, the ſaint obeys ; 
Swift was her flight, and ſhort the road, 
She clos'd her eyes and ſaw her God; 
The fleſh reſts here till Chriſt ſhall come, 
And claim his treaſure from the tomb. 


1 On a private Chriſtian's Tomb ſtone, in Ditto. 
no h — 

n MY fleſh ſhall lumber in the ground, 

la Till che laſt trumpet's joyful ſound ; 

of * James iv. 14. 


Then 
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den burſt the chains with ſweet ſurprize, 
And in my Saviour's image riſe. 


Corruption, earth and worms, 
Shall but refine this fleſh ; 

Till my triumphant ſpirit comes, 
To put it on afreſh. 

God my Redeemer lives, 
And ever from the ſkies, 

Looks down and watches all my duſt, 

Till he ſhall bid it riſe. 


Ou a Youxe MinxisTER's Tomb-ftont, in Suffolk, 


WHAT he was, the judgment day will beſt make 
known ; 
Reader, what art thou“? 


Ons @ Srxrvant who lived Twenty Years in one Family. 
REMEMBER man, whoe'er thou art, 
Not he who acts the greateft —_— 
But they who act the 8% will be, 
The happieſt men eternally+. 


® Self-examination is a duty incumbent upon all z and without it we 
are not likely either to live or die comfortably, as probationers for a 
bleſſed immortality, or candidates for a glorious crown that fadeth not 
away. 


+ See the Rural Chriſtian, the latter end of the third book 


On 
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| On a truly pious Lavy ; in Newington Church-yard, 


LIFE's ſtorm is o'er, the bliſsful haven gain'd, 
Immortal life by ſovereign grace obtained 
Hail happy ſpirit number'd with the juſt, 
Whilſt thy remains lay ſilent in the duſt, 
Waiting the call, ye dead in Chriſt ariſe, 
And meet your Lord triumphant in the ſkies *. 


On 4 Tomb-flone, in St. Peter's Chureh-yard, in Kent, 
THINK paſſenger as you paſs by. 
And on my tomb- ſtone caſt an eye, | 
As you are now, ſo once was I; 
As Jam, you muſt ſhortly be, 
Therefore prepare to follow me te 


On alin TLE GIRL, aged five years, in Chigwell Churcb- 
yard, in Ex. | 

OH ! parents dear, weep not for me, 
Nor yet be overfad, 1 
The fewer years I liv'd on earth, 
The fewer faults I had; | 
Tho' few my days while here below, 
The longer is my reſt ; | 

| God eall'd me hence in early life, 

- Becauſe he thought it beſt, 


* Theſ. iv. 17. 
| + There cannot be more ſuitable lines for an. E pitaph, for the tomb- 
ſtones of either young or old, rich or poor, than theſe ; may every 
teader lay them properly to heart. 


O Oz 
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On a Youns Lavr, Thirteen Years of Age, in Chigell 
Church-yard, in Eſx. 
| ALAS ! how ſoon the flow'rs of life decay, 
3 Bloom with the morn and with the evening cloſe; 
| | Or ſhould che youth ſurvive a longer day, 
| | How little fruit to fair perfection grows 
E hildhood and youth are vanity. 


On a Younc Man, at Hadleigh, in Suffolk. i 
HERE let the precious duſt in filence lie, 
Till Chriſt ſhall raiſe it up, no more to die; 
Think on eternity, prepare for death, | 
For heav'n or hell awaits thy parting breath “. 


On the Rev. Mr, . . 8 Sox, at Ditto. 


J aſk no tear, grant reader one requeſt, 
Go learn of Chriſt the way to endleſs reſt, 
In celo quies 
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Or an Iuduſtrious TRADBESMAN, in Suffolk. 
; | 
ALTHOUGH he was neceſſarily engaged in much 
worldly buſineſs, in which he acquitted himſelf with great 
integrity; yet in the public and private duties of a Chriſ- 


— — — 2 
_ 


| 

| | * An awful but juſt declaration, well deſerving the moſt ſerious re - 
|| | gard of all.— As we die Saints or Sinners, ſo ſhall we riſe at the laſt 

| great day ; for there is no knowledge, nor device, nor wiſdom in the 


grave whether we are going, —Eccle. ix. 10. 
1 | | oF Gan 


689 ) 
„ WM tian, he was ſtrictly regular, and punctual, not as a mat- 
tceer of oſtentation but of conſcience. 
Reader go and do likewiſe. 


| On a Youxnc Man's Tomb, in Iſex. 


STOP paſſenger and ſhed a tear, 
Think on the duſt that ſlumbers here; 


And as you read the ſtate of me, 
Think on the glaſs that runs for thee “. 


On a Married Woman's Tomb, aged Forty-four, in 
Ditto. 
Inconſtant earth! why do not mortals ceaſe, 
To build their hopes upon ſo ſhort a leaſe ? 
Uncertain leaſe !_ whoſe term but once begun, 
Tells never when it ends till it be done ; 
We doat upon thy ſmiles, not knowing why, 
And while we but prepare to live, we die. 
We ſpring like flow'rs and for a day delight, 
At morn we flouriſh, and we fade at night. 


; 
G 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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Tuſeription on a Tombaſtone in Bunhill Fieldt. 


« HARK'! from the tombs a doleful ſound, 
Let all attend the ery ; 


Ye living men, come view the ground, 
Where you muſt ſhortly lie, 4 


* While we ſee our fellow creatures carrying to the filent grave 


around us day after day, ſurely it ought to remind us to prepare for 
death ourſelves, 


O 2 e Your 


FPcur wilting lives: grow Werder cn, 
As months and days increaſe, 


Andevery beating pulſe you feel, 
Leaves but the number tefs. 


Good Ggd Y on what a ſlender thread 
Hang everlaſting things, 

Th' eternal ſtate of all the dead 
Upon life's feeble ſtrings*,” 


On aLirtLE GIRL, Four Tears of Age. 
AAA WS An ballads M077 co 

SLEEP on, thou fair! and wait the Almighty'swill, 

Then riſe to heav'n, and be an angel ſtill. 


0. benz: Truonnron, E. 
WHORE did art ih ſceft this hononr's ſhrine, 
One moment pauſe, and add a tear to mine, 

A manly tear, to his fair mem'ry due, 

Who felt fach feelings as are known to few ; 

Whioſe wit (tho? keen) benevolence ſuppreſs'd, 

Who never penn'd a fatire, but m Jo f. 

*Tis now, oh! death! thy poignant ſting we own, 

"Tis now, oh! grave! thy victory is ſhown ; 

For lo! herein full prematurely lie 

The only part of Thornton which could die. 

; Dr. Watts's Pſalms. 

+ A Satirift, if poſſeſſed of good nature, is a character worthy our 
regard, as his writings may be uſeful to laſh vice and expoſe folly 3 but 
if too much acrimony guides his . he may do more harm than good. 


Os 
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Onan amiable Youne Lapy, aged Eighteen, 


REST; precious duſt, till leav'n thy worth reveal, 
Thy Judge will publi what thy friends conceal. 


Ox a MaARRI ZS Lavr; written by ber Huss AND. 
ADIEU! bleſt woman, partner of my hfe, 
A tender mother, and a faithful wife, 
From ſcandal free moſt zeady to commend, 
Moſt loath to hurt, moſt proud to be à friend; 
Her partner's comfort, and his life's relief, - 
Once his chief joy, but now his greateſt grief; 
Her God has call*d her, where ſhe's ſure to have, 
Bleſüngs more ſolid than herſelf once gave. 


On a Tombſtone in Clerkenwell Church-yard, 
NEAR this monitor of human inſtability, are depo- 
ſited the remains of Ann, the wife o. . . She re- 


ſigned her life the 8th day of November 1784s aged 
thirty-ſeven years. She wass 


But words are wanting to fay what ! 
Think what a wife ould be, 
And ſhe was that. 


On a gay Voux o GENTLEMAN, aged Trventy-two: 


READER, approach my urn thou need? {tnot fear, 


Th' extorted promiſe of one plaintive tear, 


To 
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To mourn thy unknown friend. From me thou'lt learn 
More than a Plato taught—the grand concern 
Of mortals !—come, with penſive thought ſurvey 
This little freehold of unthinking clay, 
And know thy end......... >. 
| Tho? young, tho? gay, this ſcene of death explore, 
The young, the gay, alas! is now no more *. 


Oz TnOMAS STRONG, F/7. 
IN action prudent, and in word ſincere, 
In friendſhip faithful, and in honour clear ; 
'Thro' life's vain ſcenes, the ſame in every part, 
A ſteady judgment, and an honeſt heart, 
Thou vaunt'ſt no honours—all thy boaſt, a mind, 
As infants guiltleſs, and as angels kind. 
When aſk'd, to whom theſe lovely truths belong, 
Thy friends ſhall anſwer, weeping, ** Here lies Strang! 


On the Hon. Col. Garviner, who bravely fell at the 
Battle of Preſton Pans, in the Year 1745. 
WHILE fainter merit aſks the pow'rs of verſe, 
One faithful line ſhall Gardiner's worth rehearſe. 


* When death has got his dread commiſſion ſeal'd, 
The young, the gay, the healthieſt, al muſt yield. 
Ru Rx AL CHRISTIAN. 
If we take a ſurvey of the dates in any Church-yard, whether in 
town or country, we ſhall generally find infancy, youth, manhood, 
and old age, have each been ſnatched away by the hand of death, and 


become mouldering tenants of the dreary tomb. 
f The 


| | ( 103 ) 
The bleeding hero, and the martyr'd faint, 
Tranſcends the poet's praiſe, the herald's paint, 
His the beſt path to fame, that e er was trod, 
And ſurely his, the nobleſt road to God. 


On the Deaths of SzveERAL CHILDREN; written by & 
Religious Parent. 
WHAT tho” our mortal comforts fade, 
And die like withering flow'rs ; 
Nor time nor death can break the bond 
Which makes Jehovah our's. | 


On Ditto, addreſſed to the afiited ParEnTs. 
AFFLICTED parents check each big ſwoln tear, 
And every ſorrow for your offspring ceaſe; 
Bleſs the kind hand with gratitude ſincere, 
Which ſnatch'd them hence to realms of endleſs peace. 


On a pious OLD Woman, aged Seventy-tao. 


YOU that paſs by, and ſay of me, 

Alas! her life is done; 
Be it well known unto you all, 

My life is now begun. 

The life I lived while on the earth 
Was forrow, grief, and pain; 

But now I have a life indeed, 
Of pleaſure, joy, and gain. 


Oz 
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On a benevolent Youne Lany, agel Trwamty-thret. 


AH paſt nat hence If thou did'ſt ever know 
The tendꝰreſt touches of impaſſioned woe ; 
Paſs not.—If truth, Benevolence, and lowe, 
Can ſtay thy footſteps, or thy ſpirit move; 
Paſs not—If every elegance of foul | 
Can charm thy ſenſes, or thy ſteps controul, 

Paſs not.—If more than Roman virtue here, 
With more than female ſoftneſs claim a tear; 

Nor paſs, if heav'n- horn ſympathy have art 
To urge the thrilling pulſes of the heart. 
But if, nor ſuff ring worth thy ſoul can move, 

Nor the ſweet impulfe of a gen' rous love; 
If fortitude, with glowing beauty join'd, 
Knows not the power to captivate thy mind; 
If health, if youth, devoted to the tomb, 
If life laid down to ward a lover's doom; 
Tf patience, . perſeverance, ardour, truth, 
Blended with every charm of female youth; 

If theſe, and every virtue heav'n can give, 
Want power to melt the ſoul ,. . ... 

Then quickly paſs!—this hallow'd ſpot forbear, 
The feeling heart alone in grief can ſhare, 


AKA — 
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On a Youne Max's Tomb, in Syſex. 
BOTH old and young, O death! muſt yield to thee, 
And day by day thy powerful arm we fee. 
In vain the fear, in vain the heartfelt figh, 
All that are born to live, are born to die. 
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On a SOLDIER, who became a Sis f the Golpel be- 7 N 1 
| fore he died, aged Fifty-Jtx. - 


© 


WHEN I was young, in wars I ſhed my blood, 
Both for my King and for my country's good; 
In elder years my chief care was to be 

Soldier to him that ſhed his blood for me. 


On a Tomb-ſtone in Eſſex. 


| GENTLE —_ learn to know, 
This world's a vain and empty ſhow ; 
That heaven deſerves your utmoſt care, 
And facred writ will guide you there. 


On a Tomb-ftone at Leeds, in r, orkſhire, 


READER, prepare to follow me; 
For as I am, fo thou ſhalt be; 

Rotten in dark and ſilent duſt : 
Prepare for death ; for die thou muſt. 
Life 1s uncertain, death is ſure ; 

Sin is the wound, Chriſt is the cure. 


On a Tomb-ftone at ditto. 


— — 


REMEMBER, reader, death ill ſculks behind thee, 
And as death leaves thee, ſo will judgment find thee *. 


#* Ecclef. ix. 10. 


P On 
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Or a we macs Man, in Briſtel. 
THE ſweet remembrance of the juſt 
Shall flouriſh white they ſleep in duſt. 
In this ſame grave my body lies at reſt, 
Till Chriſt, my king, ſhall raiſe it to the bleſt. 


On an amiable Youns Heer, aged Twenty, 


THE happy ſoul hath Jeff] its 5 His abode ; 


Ho pale the cheek where warmth and beauty glow! ! 


Where now thoſe charms that held th* admiring ſight ? 


The bloom as heav*n's unclouded azure bright ? 
Th' attractive ſmile by nature taught to pleaſe ? 


The mien that temper'd dignity with eaſe ? 


Ah where! yon ſolemn filent vault ſurvey, 

Where writhes the reptile o'er its kindred clay; 
There read on pride's ſtain'd cheek the gen'ral doom 
Then pauſe :—while memory bleeds upon the tomb, 


Perhaps while we th' untimely ſtroke bemoan, 
She bends adoring at th* Eternal's throne ; 
While from our eye-balls burſt the ſtreams of woe, 
Her happier foul can wonder why they flow; - 
Or ſmile, and pitying our miſtaken ſighs, 
Can bleſs the hour that call'd her to the ſkies. 
Yet muſt our ſorrows ſtain thy mournful bier ; 
Such ſweetneſs loſt demands a tender tear. 
Thine was the breaſt by conſcious virtue warm'd, 
The heart that pitied, and the look that charm'd ; 


The 
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The beam of wit from ſparkling genius brought, 
Its fire chaſtis*d by cool directing thought; 
Superior ſenſe, by paſſion ne'er betray'd, 
The kindling tranſport, and the judging head; 
The thought which art and candid taſte refine ; 
The gen'rous wiſh ; the feeling ſoul was thine: 


Farewell lamented fair one ; gone too ſoon ! 
But heav'n beſtow' d, and heav'n recall'd the boon. 
We lately ſaw the budding roſes blow, 

Like fruit that bluſhes on the bending bough ; 
But late th* unfolding bloſſoms breath'd perfume z 
Till death ſtept in, and lopp'd them in their bloom. 


— Nom — 


On a Tomb-flone in Bunhill Fields, 


IN ſtedfaſt hope of that glad day, 
Here hes entomb'd my weary clay. 
Reader, awake, believe, repent; 
Thy hours as mine, are only lent ; 
The day is haſtning, when, like me, 
'Thou too ſhalt duſt and aſhes be : 
Forſake thy fins, in Chriſt believe, 
And thou ſhalt ſurely with him live, 


On a Poor Man, aged Thirty four. 


FOR monuments there is no need 
To teſtify that we are dead; 

Or pedigree, or claim to pride, 
Or how we liv'd, or when wi died; 


— Or 


Or high deſcent, or pomp. of birth, 

We're all the people of the earth ; 
And he is neareſt to the ſkies, 

Who, fins the leaſt, and youngeſt dies “. 


On Wm. HocarTH, à late celebrated Painter. 


FAREWELL, great Painter of mankind, 
Who reached the nobleſt point of art, 
Whoſe pictur'd morals charm themind, 
And through the eye correct the heart. 

If genius fire thee, reader, ſtay; 

If nature touch thee, drop a tear; 

If neither move thee, turn away; 

For Hogarth's honour'd duſt lies here. 


Inſcription on a Tomb-/tone in N. vrcefterſbire, 


HERE ſleeps, from worldly chains ſet free, 
A ſuitor for eternity, 

Till the laſt trumpet's ſolemn ſound 
Awakes aſtoniſh'd worlds around, 

To reap from the great Judge's hands, 
The fruit their life on earth demands; 
Happy, if when time's glaſs is run, 

He hears that welcome voice, well done ! + 


The fewer fins we commit, the leſs guilty. we certainly are; but 


one fin unrepented of, is ſufficient to deſtroy the happineſs of the ſoul, 
as well as one leak may fink a ſhip. 


+ Matt. xxv. 23. 


Ou 
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O MARIA H....aYounc Ladr, aged Seventeen, 
awho died finging the twenty-thir d Pſalm. 


WHEN lan guid now her flutt'ring breath 
Maria faintly drew; 
She ſaw beyond the ſhades of death, 


Heaven opening to her view. 


Regardleſs of her dying pains, 
Her voice ſhe ſtrove to raiſe 
Rejoicing in ſeraphic ftrains 
To chant her Maker's praiſe. 
Her ſoul, in virgin luſtre bright, 
Burſt through the mortal clay, 
And, ſoaring to the realms of light, 
Exulting wing' d its way. 
Thus from her neſt, with towering wings, 
We fee the lark ariſe; 
With joy her matin notes ſhe ſings, 
And warbling mounts the ſkies. 


On Dr. SamvEL Jonxsox, Author of the Rambler, &c. 
MATURE in age, with fame, with honour crown'd, 
For-virtue reverenc'd,. as for wit renown'd ; 5 
Whoſe boſom glow'd with pureſt precepts fraught ; 
Whoſe life expreſs'd each precept which he taught. : 
Such Johnſon was—but is, alas! no more; 

Let literature herſelf the loſs deplore ; 
With piety and virtue by her fide, - 
Ln ſable mourn their guardian and their pride, | 
| Though 


— —— —•—k—ß — — — 
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Though life is frail, all human glories vain, 
Yet Johnſon's bays unfaded ſhall remain; 
His works ſurvive, to future ages dear, 
And lateſt times hismem'ry ſhall revere. 


Stern foe to vice, by virtue's friends careſs'd, 
Thus Johnſon liv'd, with learned leiſure bleſt ; 


i Happy through life, yet happier in his end, 


Who, dying, claim'd his Saviour for his friend. 


: Another, on the ſame. 


AS the fond mother, o'er the ſable bier 

Of her lov'd ſon lets fall a lucid tear; 

So learning ſighs around her Johnſon's ſhrine, 

And genius mourns, attended by the nine; 

F'en great Apollo tunes his muffled lyre 

To ſtrains of woe, and joins the weeping choir ! 
Britons attend, and while each throbbing heart 
Feels England's loſs, and feeling bears a part; 

Be it his taſk to rear her drooping age, 

To millions yet unborn tranſmit her ſplendid page. 


Inſcription on the Monument of a Lap, in Bath Cathedral. | 
IN memory of CO.. . M.. . .. one of the moſt 
valuable women that ever lived ; whoſe principal happi- 
neſs conſiſted (although ſhe was of ſome rank) in a real 


and unbounded affection and tenderneſs for her hutband 
and children. This monument is erected, from the ſor- 


row of their hearts, and their love and reſpect for her; 
| without 


n 


-without the vanity, or weakneſs of proclaiming her vir- 
toes, or their own misfortune in ſo ineſtimable a loſs. Let 
others therefore celebrate the name, family, and condi- 
tion of ſo amiable and rare a character. | 


Ona LADY, in Bath Cathedral. 


Sacred to the memory of E.. G........ 
wife of J....G...... M. D. She lived a moſt 
virtuous and Chriſtian life: extremely beloved and re- 
ſpeed by all that knew her; as a daughter, wife, mother, 
miſtreſs and friend, (eſpecially to the poor); and crowned 
it in a patient ſubmiſſion to God's will, (under a long and 


painful ſickneſs) by, as holy and t a death, aged 
thirty-three. 


Inſcription on a GxnTLEMAN's Tomb in Somerſetſhi-e, 
ah died aged Thirty fix. 


| A Jurifal ſon, 


A tender huſband, 
A fond parent, 


A kind maſter, 


His good ſenſe, good nature, and polite behaviour, 
acquired him the love and eſteem of his equals ; his affa- 
bility and humanity commanded the reſpe& and affection 
of his inferiors ; his unbounded charity and benevolence 

gained him the bleſſing and prayers of the poor and diſ- 
treſſed; fo far for this world: a fincere piety, and unaf- 


fected, 


(16 
feed praQiice of all Chriſtian virtues, made him ripe * 
another, in the flower of his age. | 


On the WIE of a CAPTAIN in Somer/ſetſbire. 


b SHE was a moſt affectionate wife; a moſt tender and 
| careful parent; a ſincere and uſeful friend, abhorring all 
| flattery or deceit ; ſhe was a juſt ſteward to her huſband, 
whoſe fortune was always left in her care when he went 
abroad ; ſhe was greatly eſteemed by all her acquaint- 
ance, beloved by all her relations, and ſervants : in re- 
gard to her good qualities, and in tender remembrance of 
ſo dear a wife, this monument is erected by her diſconſo- 
late huſband, She departed this life, aged thirty-nine. 


On an eminent MERCHANT, i Ditto. 
HE was ſtrictly moral, and truly good: 
In his integrity, unbiaſſed and unſhaken ; 

In buſineſs, cloſe and indefatigable ; 

In his life and actions, plain and uniform; 
In his devotions, conſtant and exemplary; 
A true ſon of the church, 

A true lover of his country; 


A tender huſband, a loving father, and a firm friend. 


On a Lapr, in Bath Cathedral, 
HER ever aſſectionate and afflited huſband, hath 


cauſed this little monument to be erected, as a teſtimony of 
his 


6g }- 
his heartfelt pratitude to the memory of the beſt of wives 
who for the few years ſhe lived with him, not only made 
him a much happier, but a berter man; finee her rational 
and endearing converſation, was not otily the perpetual 
delight of his heart; but her pious and exemplary con- 


duct, was likewiſe the Neat ng rule, and conſtant direction 
of his N. | 


On a GENTLEMA x, in Bath Carhedral. 


- NEAR this place lieth the body of J , ; . RY 1 
Eſq. a truly good, and honeſt man, a tender hufband, 


affectionate father, and faithful friend ; not more induſ- 
trious in acquiring a fortune, than generous in diſpenſing 
it. Thus, happily furniſhed with every ſocial virtue, he 
lived, beloved; and died, lamented; aged fi/ty-faur. . 


— 


On a Younc Lady, 1 ditto. 


SACRED to the dear memory of .. . . only daugh- 
ter of G.. F.. . Eſq. an excellent perſon, good-na- 
tured, diſcreet, and virtuous; moſt affectionately be- 
loved by her relations, and moſt juſtly eſteemed by all 
that knew her. It pleaſed God to viſit her with a tedious 
and ſevere illneſs, which (though in the flower of her age, 


and bleſſed with a plentiful fortune), ſhe bore with great 


evenneſs and conſtancy : ſhe prepared herſelf by frequent 


Happy the huſband of ſuch a wife ; well may it be ſaid, a good 
wife is from the Lord; the Lord increaſe the number of them. 


Q and 


( 114 ) 
and fervent devotion, for her diſſolution; which' the 
waited for with ſuch pious reſignation, as manifeſted her 
heart to be affected with the power of religion, and the 
well-grounded hopes of a bleſſed eternity, Her life being 
the more deſirable, in that the firſt real occaſion of grief 
ſhe gave her ſorrowful mother, was her death®. 


On a YounG GENTLEMAN, in Bath Cathedral. 

 SACRED' to che memory of . C 2 
youth, diſtinguiſhed by the ſweetneſs of his manners, 
and the excellence of his heart. Generous, humane, and 
affectionate: his life was a ſource of happineſs to others: 
his death, it is hoped, was the commencement of his 
Sn 
Look down bleſt ſoul ! and from the realms above, 

Accept the laſt ſad tribute of our love, 

The /aft ; ev'n now our ſorrows we reſign, 

And loſe our feelings to rejoice in thine. 


Ona Lap, in ditto. 
A wife more than thirty-three years to R. . L 
= | D. D. | 
Who never ſaw her once ruffled with anger, 
Or heard her utter e'en a peeviſh word; 
Whether pain'd, or injur'd, the fame good woman, 
In whoſe mouth, as in whoſe character, 
Was no contradid ion; | 


„ How few young women in the preſent day, make their lives de- 
Grable to thoſe around them, by endeavouring to deſerye ſuch an excel. 


lent character, and copying ſuch a bright example. 
Reſign'd 


in 


Reſign'd, gentle, courteous, affable ; 
Without paſſion, though not without ſenſe : - 
She took offence, as little as ſhe gave it; 

bbe never was, or made an enemy; 
To ſervants, mild ; to relations, kind; 
To the poor a friend; to the ſtranger hoſpitable ; 
Always caring how to pleaſe her huſband, 
Yet not leſs attentive to the one thing needful. 
How few will be able to equal, 
What all ſhould endeavour to imitate * ! 


On a Lady, fuppoſed to be written by ber Huss AN b. 


THO? low in earth, her beauteous form decay d, 

My faithful wife, my lov'd Maria's laid; 

In ſad remembrance the afflicted raiſe 

No pompous tomb, inſcribed with venal praiſe ; 
To ſtateſmen, warriors, and to kings belong, 
The trophied ſculpture, and the poet's ſong ; 
And theſe the proud, expiring, often claim, 
Their wealth bequeathing to record their name ; 
But humble virtue, ſtealing to the duſt, 
Heeds not our lays, or monumental buſt. 

To name her virtues ill befits my grief; 

What was my bliſs can now give no relief; 


® This character well merits the attention and regard of every ſe- 
male candidate for true happineſs in the marriage tate z would to God 
every wife deſerved it. | 
I The yanity diſcovered by thoſe, who leave conſiderable ſums of 
money, for the purpoſe of erecting ſepulchral monuments to perpetuate 
their memories, is no evidence of their real merit, becauſe real merit 
8 always coupled with modeſty, 


Q 2 A huſ-⸗ 
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A huſband mourns ; the reſt let friendſhip tell; 
Fame ! ſpread her worth ; a huſband knew it well. 


On a Landy, in Bath Cathedral. 
HER underſtanding was excellent, 
Her genius innocently ſprightly, 
Her heart ſincere and generous, ; 
Her converſation agreeable, 
Her friendſhip conſtant, | 
Her mind and perſon equally agreeable, 


On @ Ditto, in Ditto, 
A loving wife, 
A tender mother, 
A devout Chriſtian. 
Gentlenefs of manners, 
Chearfulneſs of temper, piety of heart, and 


| Innocency of life, 
Enabled her to' paſs through this world without anxiety ; 


And to leave it in the 7hirty-ihird year of her age with 
reſignation, 
In the ſure and certain hopes of a better. 


91 On an eminent PHYSICIAN, in Ditto. 

HE was a friendly, popular, and ſucceſsful phyſician, 
As a writer he was eaſy, elegant, methodical, animated, 
and ingenious. In converſation inexpreſſibly candid ; 
more inclinable to hear than to be heard ; yet quick in 
invention, fluent in elocution, and endued with a pecu- 


lar liyelineſs, and amiable ſenſibility. ; 
> | n 


( ap 9 
In his moral character he was a fincere Chriſtian, and was 
equally led by the fineſt affections, as well as the pureſt 


principles, to diſcharge the ſeveral charities and duties 
of life; he fulfilled them all with equal beauty and 
energy; and therefore died univerſally lamented *. 


— — 


Or a private GenTLEMAN, in Bath Cathedral. 


—— 


AS a huſband, a father, and a friend, he obſerved the 
precepts of religion, the principles of humanity, and the 
dictates of reaſon ; preſerving in the common intercourſe 
of life, the ſame candour and integrity. He endured a 
long and painful illneſs, with the reſignation and fortitude 
becoming a real Chriſtian; and died aged forty-five. 
Such were his politeneſs, affability, benevolence, cha- 
rity, and religion, that, in the neighbourhood, in which 
he reſided, the love and reſpect for him were literally 
univerſal, 


On an autlt YouTH, aged Seventeen. 


OF gentle blood, his parents only treaſure, 
Their laſting ſorrow, and their vanquiſhed pleaſure ; 


Adorn'd with features, virtues, wit, and grace, 


A large proviſion for ſo ſhort a race. 
More mod' rate gifts might have prolong'd his date, 
Too early fitted for a better ſtate+ ; 


* Would to God phyſicians in general deſerved no worſe a character 
than this; a better they cannot wiſh to have. | 
+ As young perſons cannot be too young to die, they cannot be too 
ſoon fitted for death, much leſs for heaven; well for them! if it never 
proves too late, | | 


* 


But 


1 | | : 4 118) 
But knowing heav®n his home, to ſhun delay, 
le leap'd o'er age, and took the ſhorteſt way. 


Us 


| Ona GznTLEMAN of Fortune, aged Forty ix. 


? 


| 1 HE was kind and obliging to his neighbours, 

| . Generous and condeſcending to his inferiors, 

| : 5 | And juſt to all mankind ; 

| : Nor had the temptations | 

/ | Of honour and pleaſure in zhis world, 

| Strength enough to withdraw his eyes 

| © Prom that great obje& of his hope, 

; Which we reaſonably aſſure ourſelves 

He now enjoys, in a bright and better world above, 


— 
— 
— — - — 
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On the Hon, Simon HarcourT, by Mr. Por :. 


TO this fad ſhrine, whoe'er thou art! draw near, 
Here hes the friend moſt loy'd, the ſon moſt dear ; 
Who ne'er knew joy, but friendſhip might divide, 
Or gave the father grief, but when he dy'd. 

| How vain is reaſon ! eloquence how weak ! 

j | If Pope muſt tell what Harcourt cannot ſpeak. 

1 Oh ! let thy once loy'd friend, inſcribe thy ſtone, 
W - And, with a father's ſorrows, mix his own. 


On RonBtrT DicBy, Ei. written by Mr. Pops, 


GO, fair example of untainted youth ! 


Of modeſt wiſdom, and pacific truth: 
Com- 


(19 ) 

Compos'd in ſufferings, and in joy ſedate g + - 1 
Good without noiſe, without pretenſion great, | | I" 
Juſt of thy word, in every thought ſincere ; | il 
Who knew no wiſh, but what the world might hear; 
Of ſofteſt manners, unaffected mind, | 
Lover of peace, and friend of human kind. 
Go, live! for heav'n's eternal year is thine ; 
Go, and exalt thy mortal to divine. 

Go, then! where only bliſs ſincere is known: 
Go! where to love, and to enjoy, are one: 
Yet take theſe tears, mortality's relief, 
And till we ſhare your joys, forgive our grief: 
Theſe little rites, a fone, a verſe, receive; 
Tis all a father, all a friend can give. 


On a Younc Lavy, aged Sixteen. 
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RIPE in virtue, green in years, 
Here a matchleſs maid hes low: 
None could read, and ſpare their tears, | 
Did they but her ſweetneſs know. 
Humbly wiſe, and meekly good, 
No earthly lovers charm'd her breaſt; 
But full of grace, her Saviour woo'd, 
And hides her bluſhes in his breaſt “. 


Ona FATHER and Son ; the latter died firſt, 


DEAR to the wiſe and good, diſprais'd by none, 
Here ſleep in peace, the father and the en; 


This is a character every young lady would do well to copy, who. 
Viſhes to be a favourite of heaven, and an heireſs of eternal glory. 
By 


; N. 
P 
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By virtue, as by nature, cloſe ally d, 
The painter's genius, but without the pride: 
Worth unambitious, wit afraid to ſhine; 
 Henout's clear light, and friendſhip's warmth divine. 
The ſon fair riſing, knew too ſhort a date; 
But oh! how more ſevere the parent's fate! 
He ſaw him torn, untimely, from his ſide, 
Felt a all father's angaiſh—wept,' and dy'd. 


On an eminently pious Won AN, aged T, birty-ſeven. 
HER frail remains are here contain 'd, 
Whoſe life, and death, this truth explain'd : 
% That piety, and goodneſs, join'd 
* With ey'ry grace of human mind, 
« Are not allow'd by heav'n to 3 
«« Their faireſt patterns from the grave:“ 
Vet ſhall they, ages hence, reſtore 
Thoſe patterns, fairer than beſore. 


On J. Ra Droꝶ b, # Bath Cathedral. 


GOOD nature, upright heart, unbiaſs*d mind; 
Religious, not auſtere, to others kind; 
To ſecrets faithful, virtuous without pride, 
Deportment gentle, reſignation try'd. 
"Theſe, Radford ! were thy ornaments on earth, 
With ev'ry virtue bleſs'd &en from thy birth; | 
'Tho? cruel death has ſnatch'd thy mortal frame, 
Thy virtues live, as ever ſhall thy fame, 

On 


( 121 ) 


On @ LaDv's Monument, is Bath Cathedral. 


Deſerves the pious tribute of a tear, 

Beſtow it on the duſt that ſleepeth here. 

That precious duſt, which, living, did comprize 
The fair, the good, the graceful, and the wile ; 
The real worth of virtue, ne' er is known, 

Till raviſn'd from before our eyes, and gone “. 


IF the remembrance of whate er was dear, * 


On the late Rev. Dr. Dop DRI DOE, of Northampton. 
SUBLIME of genius! and with ſcience bleſs*d, g 
Of ev'ry brilliant excellence poſleſs'd ; 
Beyond the common ſtandard, learn'd and wiſe, 1 
Of conduct artleſs, and above diſguiſe: 
In whom, but equals few, ſuperiors none, 
The friend, the huſband, and the father, ſhone ! 
A tutor, form'd t' implant in yielding youth, 
And, into fruit, mature the ſeeds of truth : j 
A writer, elegant in manly charms, 
Who, like the ſun, enlightens while he warms ; 
A paſtor, blending with divineſt {kill, 
Aſeraph's knowledge, with a ſeraph's zeal: 
Not only taught religion's paths, but trod; 
And, like illuſtrious Enoch, walk'd with God. 
Doddridge! theſe rich embelliſhments, combin'd, 
Were thine ; but who can paint an angel's mind ? 
Heav'n ſaw thee ripe for glory, and, in love, 
Remoy'd thee hence, to grace the realms above. 
® We are often taught the value of earthly bleflinge by their loſe. 
R Oz 


G2 
O anemintni\ Au T Hon, in Sonitrfetfhire.. 
WHEN vice, wit fyren charms, corrupts the age, 
Enſgares the youthful, and allures the ſage; 
How great that ſoul, ho could each charm defy.! 
Too good to lĩive! and, not afraid to die! 
If where kind nature; laviſh; yields her part, 
To pleaſe the eye, and captivate the heart, 
Claims thy attention, oh!” the guſhing tear, 
Muſt dew the turf of him that ſlumbers here. 
800 mild his manners, ſo ſincere his tongue 
So. gayly moral, and ſo ſagely young 
So firm his friendſtip, ſo compos/darmind? 
Where ev'ry grace, where-ev'ry-charm combin'd, 
To form the amazing whole! O! gentle ſhade! 
Thy blooming virtues, time ſhall never fade. 
Accept this tribute which my friendſhip pays; 
Thy fame muſt live, when this poor verſe decays. 


ene on a Fan in Bath Caibedral. 


STRANGER ! theſe dear remains contain'd a mind, 
As infants guiltleſs, and as angels kind; 
Rip'ning for heav'n, by pains and ſuff rings try'd, 
To pain ſuperior, and unknown to pride. 


Calm and ſerene beneath affliction? $ rod, 


Becauſe ſhe knew 1 it was the hand of God: 

Becauſe he truſted in ber Saviour 5 pow! r. 

Hence ſhe was fearleſs 3 in the dying 4 hour. | 
| No 


7 


( 123 )) 
No vena muſe this faithful picture draws ; 
Bleſsd faint ! Deſert like thine extorts applauſe. 
Oh! let a weeping friend diſcharge his due, 
His debt to worth, to excellence, and you. 


On a GENTLEMAN and his WIr E, who died in each 
other's Arms, two Days after and 


ALTHO? the cruel 3 of fate, 
Could foul and body ſeparat; 

It could not man and wife divide, 

They liv'd one life; one death they dy'd. 


On an OLD Servant, who was Deaf and Dumb. 
PASS not, proud mortals! thus unmindful by, 
Here moulders one, who never told a lie; | 
Who ne'er detracted from another's fame; 3 
Nor e' er, by ſcandal, brought a neighbour ſhame ; 
In life's uneven path contented trod; 

Curs'd not his neighbour, nor blaſphem'd his God; 
To converſe private gave no lining ear; 

Nor was, one ſlander, ever known to hear, 

Who, filent to his friends as to his foes, 

His maſter's ſecrets never would diſcloſe ; 

But faithful ſober, pious, good, and juſt, 

Serv'd him obedient, and fulfill'd his truſt ; 

More quiet none, in boaſtful Greece or Rome; 

For know, O reader, he was deaf and dumb. 


R 2 05 
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On a Younc Lady, at Hackney, aged Eighteen, 
A pleaſing form, a heav'n-taught virt'ous mind, 
Engaging manners, with affections kind; 
But ah! each heav'n-born excellence is fled, 
And the dear maid lies number d with the dead; | 
Dead ?—no ! ſhe lives with kindred ſaints above, 
And joins. their ſongs of everlaſting love. 


Ox a Lady, in Suſſex, who died, aged Forty-three. 
NOW take thy reſt, dear ſoul, in thy cold bed, 
(For tho? to heav'n thy precious ſoul is fled) 

Thou ſhalt not here as one neglected lie; 

But be preſerv*d by God's moſt watchful eye. 

Wait but a while that thou may'ſt be refin'd, 

And thou ſhalt riſe and leave thy dreſs behind. 

Grace made thee lovely and admir'd by all, 
And ſure ſince grace adorn'd thee, glory ſhall“. 


On a poor but eminent Mus1ctan, aged Forty-four, 
PHILLIPS! whoſe touch harmonious could remove 
The pangs of guilty pow'r or helpleſs love, 

Reſt here, diſtreſs'd by poverty no more; 
Here find thatcalm, thou gav'ſt ſo oft before. 
Sleep, undiſturb'd, within this peaceful ſhrine, 
Till angels wake thee with a note like thine. 


* Pſalms lxxxiv. 11. The Lord will give grace and glory; and 
po good thing will be withhold from them that wall uprigbtly. 


Or 


( us ) 
 Ona Mazzizo LADY, aged Thirty-frve. 


A body chaſte, a virtuous mind, 

A pious ſoul, a humble heart; 

Secret and wiſe, faithful and kind, 
Plain without guile, mild without art; 
A friend to peace, a foe to ſtrife, 

A ſpotleſs maid, a matchleſs wife *. 


Oz a YounG Labpr, aged Twenty. 


IN all the bloom of youth ſhe met her death, 
Yet calm as hoary age reſign'd her breath. 
Prepar'd by virtue for her bleſt remove; 
There, ſure to find what's only found above, 


Friendſhip ſincere, and peace, and heavenly love. 


On a pious LA br, aged Siæty-one. 


EO AL as age advanc'd, her virtues grew, 
And heav'n, her aim, ſtill nearer ſhone in view; 


So great th? increaſe at length, faith chang'd to fight, 
And the full proſpect beam'd intenſely bright + : 
Mortality oppreſs'd, no more could bear, 

But ſunk to reſt, and ſleeps in filence here. 


The character this Epitaph contains, is almoſt a perfect one, and 
therefore too likely to be the dictates of flattery, or the effuſions of pa- 


negyric ;z==writers' of Epitaphs ſhould ever remember not to exceed the 
bounds of truth and nature, in the characters they give of deceaſed rela- 
tives or friends. 

+ Whea a real Chriſtian dies, or as the Scriptures juſtly expreſs it, 
falls aſleep in Feſus, then faith is turned into viſion, grace into glory, 
and hope into full and compleat fruition ; and the diſembodied ſoul tri- 
umphantly enters into the joy of her Lord. 


On 
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02 4 very promiſing Cn1l.D, Seven Years of Age. 


PECULISR bleſſings bear the ſhorteſt date, 
And wond' rous births early reſign to fate: 
They're made by nature of ſuperior mould, 
Of too refin'd a ſubſtance to grow old. _ 


On a MARRAIED Lay, aged Forty, 
ENOUGH, cold ſtone, ſuffice her lon g-lov'd name! 
Words are too weak to pay her virtues claim z— - 
'Temples and tombs, and towns ſhall waſte away, | 
And pow'r's vain pomp in mould' ring duſt decay: 
Byt ere mankind a wife more perfect ſee, 

Eternity, O time! ſhall bury thee “. 


2 ha „ 


On a poor Iudiſtrious Husa ax DMH AN, in Yorkſhire, 


. THIS humble monument will ſhow 
Where lies an honeſt man. - 
Ye kings, whoſe heads are laid as low, 


* if you can. 


On a Won Ax, born Blind, who died, aged Thirty-two, 
WERE I not happy that I did not ſee 
Deluding objects of mortality? 
Our light is darkneſs, if we ſee in fin; 
Our darkneſs light, if all be light within. 


# This doubtleſs i is ſaying more than any one has a right to ſay; 


and a very poor compliment to ſurviving married women. 
; O wretched 


( 7 ) NE 
O wretched light, by which we blindly go 
To fin, to death, to everlaſting woe ! 
O darkneſs happy! that can ſhew- the way 
To life and virtue, and eternal day. 


On Clog, à great Talker, who died, aged Thirty-five. 
3 HOW apt are met to lie! how dare they ſay, 
When life is gone, all learning fleets away? | 
Since this cold'grave holds Cloe fair and young, g 
Who here firſt learnt to hold her chattering tongue . 


Tuſcription on a Monument in the Abbey C burch of Bath. 


*TIS not the tomb in marble poliſn'd high, 
The venal verſe, or flattering titles nigh, 
The claſſic learning on a ſculptur*d-ſtone, 
Where Latin tells what Engliſh bluſh'd to own, 
Shall ſhroud the guilty from the ſight of God, 
Incline his balance, or avert his rod ; 
His hand can raiſe the crippled and the poor, 
Spread on the way, or fainting at the door; 
And blaſt the villain tho? to altars fled, 
Who robb'd us living, and inſults us dead. 


* However ſmart and witty this Epitaph may be accounted, it is not 
to be commended, for any uſeful or important leſſon it holds uh to 
the thoughtful paſſenger in his way through time to eternity. 
+ However flattering Epitaphs may be engraven on the tombs of the 
worthleſs and abandoned great and noble, by birth or fortune, 
The laſt great day will make appear, 
What here below they traly were. 


_- 


| | = 128 ) 
On a FATHER and SON, eminent for Pitty and Virtue. 


THIS peaceful tomb doth now contain, 
Father and ſon together laid ; 

5 Whoſe living virtues ſhall remain, 

When they, and this are quite decay'd *, 
What man could be to ripeneſs grown, 
And finiſh'd worth could do, or ſhun,  _.. 

At full was in the father ſhown, _._ * 

What youth could promiſe, in the ſon. — 

But death obdurate both deſtroy'd, | | 
The perfect fruit and opꝰ ning bud; 
Firſt ſeiz d thoſe ſweets we had enjoy d, 


Then robb'd us of the coming good. 


N = - 
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Or a Lap, who died in a Convent, aged Thirty-two. 
IN dawn of life ſhe wiſely ſought her God, 
And the ftraight path of thorny virtue trod; 
In bloom of beauty humbly turn'd afide 
The incenſe flattery offer'd to her pride. 
In others grief a tender part ſhe bore, 

And all the needy ſhared her little ſtore. 
Fond to oblige; too gentle to offend, 
Belov'd by all, to all the good a friend: 
The bad ſhe cenſur'd by her life alone, 
2 Blind to their faults, ſevere upon her own +. 


* Virtue aloge outbuilds the pyramids, 
Her monuments ſhall Jaſt when e fall. 
| "NicuT TuovenTs: 
1 Would to Goa, this was more the * of mankind in gene- 
ral ; do we ſee ſailings inothers ? let it always teach us to look at home. 


At 
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At diſtance view'd the world with pious dread, 
And to God's temple for protection fled ; 
There ſought that peace which heav'n alone can give, 
And learn'd to die, -ere others learn to live. | 


On a Younc Lax, aged Seventeen. 
NOT far remote lies a lamented fair, 
Whom heav'n had faſhion'd with peculiar care: 
For ſenſe diſtinguiſh'd, and eſteem'd for truth, 
And ev'ry winning ornament of youth. 
Yet liv'd ſhe free from.envy, and admir'd, 
But ah ! too ſoon ſhe from the world retir'd. 
Filial affection roſe in her ſo high, 
No ſage can cenſure the parental ſigh. 
The gen'rous plant had ſhone in beauty's pride, 
Gaily it bloom'd, but in the blooming dy d; 
Learn from this marble what thou valueſt moſt, 
And ſet'ſt thy heart upon may ſoon be loſt *. 


OA HEZNRY JENKINS, one hundred and fixty-nine years old. 


BLUSH not, marble ! 
To reſcue from oblivion 
the memory of 
Henry Tenkins ; 


* Wouldeſt thou reader, not be deprived of the object of thy love? 
then ſet thine affections on things above, not on things on the earth; 
For all on earth is ſhadow, all beyond 
Is ſubſtance. ooo... 00 + 


Niokr THovcHrTs: 


8 A per- 


1 0-280 2 
| A perſon obſcure by birth, 
| But of a life truly memorable: 
| EN: „ 
| : He was enriched with the goods of nature, 
| | ; If not of fortune; 
| And happy in the duration, 
1 l If not variety of his enjoyments: 
g | And 
Tho' the partial world 
deſpiſed and diſregarded 
his low and humble ftate ; 
the equal eye of Providence 
beheld and bleſſed it 
With a patriarch's health and length of days : 
to teach miſtaken man, 
* Theſe bleſſings are entailed on temperance, 
« A life of labour, and a mind at eaſe,” 
He.lived to the amazing age of 
One hundred and fixty- nine. 


An Elegy on the death of a YOUNG GENTLEMAN-« 


* 
HARK !—what a mournful ſolemn ſound 
Rolls murm'ring through the cloud y air! 
It ſtrikes the ſoul with awe profound, 
Affects the gay, alarms the fair. 


II. 
With what a pathos does it ſpeak 
Affecting deep the thoughtful mind: 
The golden ſchemes of folly break, 


That hold in glitt'ring ſnares mankind, | 
"Tis 


( 131 ) 
III. | 
„Tis death's dread herald calls aloud, 
Proclaim his conqueſt through the ſkies : 
The ſun retires behind a cloud, 
And nature ſeems to ſympathize. 


; IV. 
Reflect, ye reſtleſs ſons of care; 
Your vain deſigns his hand can ſpoil, 
Make hard oppreſſors lend an ear, 
And wretched miſers ceaſe their toil. 


V. 
For what avail vaſt heaps of gold, 
When death his awful writ ſhall ſend? 
Though folly ſwell, and pride look bold, 
The maſk muſt drop, the farce muſt end. 


VI. 
It is not hoary tottering age 


That now lies ſtretch'd beneath his ſtroke; 


The tyrant ſtern that feels his rage; 
Th' oppreſſor's rod, that now is broke. 


VII. 
But hark! what ſweet celeſtial notes, 


With grateful accents charm my ear! 
As down th' etherial muſic floats, 


The ſun breaks forth, the ſkies are clear. 


VIII. 
From heav'n deſcends the joyful ſtrain, 
Convey'd to earth on angels wings; 
Io mitigate our grief and pain, 
And this the theme of joy it brings: 


SY -. 


« Thus 


. 
- 
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IX. 
Thus write (the voice from heav'n proclaims) 
« The virtuous dead are ever bleſt! © 


«. Their works immortalize their names, 
« Their labours ceaſe, and here they reſt. 


X. 
«© Behold, the Saviour wide diſplay 
«6 The trophies of his gen'rous love, 
To cheer you through life's thorny way, 
« And lead to flowery realms above. 


XI. 
« *Tis he diſtroys death's baneful ſting, 
« And bids the grave's dread horrors fly * ; 


The choirs of heav'n his triumph ſing, 
% And hail him victor through the ſky,” 


— — 


On an amiable YounG Lady aged Twenty-one. 


IF e'er ſharp ſorrow from thine eyes did flow; 
If &er thy boſom felt another's woe, 

If e'er fair beauty's charms thy heart did prove, 
If e'er the offspring of thy virtuous love 
Bloom'd to thy wiſh, or to.thy ſoul was dear, 
This plaintive marble aſks thee for a tear; 

For here, alas! too early ſnatch'd away, 

All that was lovely, death has made his prey; 
No more her cheeks with crimſon roſes vie, 
No more the diamond ſparkles in her eye; 


#* Through Jeſus Chriſt, every true believer ſhall be more than a 
conqueror over death, hell and the grave; agrecable to the declaration 
of an inſpired apoſtle, Rom. viii. 37. 

Her 
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Her breath no more its balmy ſweets can boaſt, 
Alas! that breath with all its ſweets is loſt, : 
Pale now thoſe lips, where bluſhing rubies hung, 
And mute the charming muſic of her tongue ! 
Ye virgins fair, your fading charms ſurvey, 
She was whate'er your tender hearts can ſay; 
To her ſweet memory for ever dear, 
Let the green turf receive your trickling tear. 
To this fad place your earlieſt garlands bring, 
And deck her grave with firſtlings of the ſpring. 
Let opening roſes, drooping lilies tell, 
Like thoſe ſhe bloom'd, and ah! like theſe ſhefell. 
Incircling wreaths let the pale ivy grow, 
And diſtant yews a fable ſhade beſtow ; 
Round her, ye graces, conſtant vigils keep, 
And guard (fair innocence) her ſacred ſleep : 


Till that bright morn ſhall wake the beauteous clay, 
To bloom and ſparkle in eternal day. 


Inſcription von the Tomb of an eminent Minis TER, aged 


Forty-four, who in the former part of his life had been a 
ſucceſsful Tradeſman. 


From his example the reader may learn, that there are 
no difficulties which a firm reſolution will not ſurmount; 
no circumſtances which perſevering induſtry will not im- 
prove; and no character which may not be elevated and 


ennobled by the practice of virtue and an earn eſt deſire 
of doing good. 


Inſcription 


| ( 134 ) 
Inſcription on a Monument, at Winburn, in Dorſetſvire, 


UNDERNEATH are depoſited the remains of Theo- 
doſia H who, after a long and painful illneſs, 
which ſhe bore with Chriſtian patience, reſigned her ſoul 
to God who gave it, aged fifty-fve. Reader, if thou 
regardeſt eternal life, imitate her virtues ; learn to be ge. 
nerous and benevolent ; to forgive injuries; to adminiſter 
comfort to the afflicted; to the poor, relief; follow after 
faith, hope, and charity; but, like her, remember, that 
the greatelt of theſe is charity *. 


— —— 


| On an eminent M1NI1STER of the Goſpel, aged Seventy. 


IF ſocial manners, if the gentleſt mind, 

If zeal for God, and love for human kind, 

If all the charities which liſe endear, 

May claim affection or demand a tear; 

Then o'er thy truly venerable urn, 

Domeſtic love may weep and friendſhip mourn, 

The path of duty ſtill untir'd he trod, 

He walk'd in fafety for he walk'd with God; 

When paſt the pow'r of precept and of pray'r, 

Yet ſtill his flock remain'd the ſhepherd's care. 

Their wants ſtill nobly watchful to ſupply, 
He taught his laſt beſt leſſon, how to die. 


On a GENTLEMAN, ftruck dead by a Flaſb of Lightning. 


BY touch etherial ina moment ſlain, | 
He felt the power of death but not the pain. 


* x Cor, Xill, 13. 


Swift 
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Swift as the lightning glanced, his ſpirit flew, 
And bade this rough tempeſt'ous world adieu. 
Short was his paſſage to that peaceful ſhore, 
Where ſtorms annoy and tempeſts threat no more. 


On à very Charitable Married LA Dr, aged Forty. 


IN her, whoſe relics mark this ſacred earth, 

Shone all domeſtic, and all ſocial worth, 

Firſt, heav'n her hope with early offspring crown'ld ; 
And thence a ſecond race roſe ſmiling round. 
Heav'n to induſtrious worth its bleſſing lent, 

And all was competence and all content. 

Farewell the friend who ſpar'd the aſſiſtant loan; 

A neighbour's woe or welfare was her own. 

Did pitious Lazars oft attend her door ? 

She gave ;—farewell the parent of the poor. 

Youth, age, and want, once cheer'd, now ſighing ſwell, 
Bleſs her lov'd name, and weep a long farewell. 


Inſcription on a Bis Hor's Monument, in the Iſle of Man. 


IN this houſe which I hz ve borrowed of my brethren, 
the worms“, do I lie, Samuel, by divine permiſſion, late 
Biſhop of this iſland, in hopes of the reſurrection to 


eternal life. Reader, ſtop, view the Lord Biſhop's palace 
and ſmile +. 


* Job xvii. 14. 
+ Well might a late eminent writer ſay, 
Earth's higheſt tation ends in here he lies, 
And duſt to duſt concludes her nobleſt ſong. 


N1icuTt THOUGHTS. 
Inſcription 
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Tafeription on A Monument in a Church, yard, in Derbyſhire, © 


PENSIVE peruſe, and keep, where'er thou art, 
This wholſome leſſon treaſured in thy heart. 
Tho' to thy wealth the heart humane be join'd, 
And all the bleis'd benevolence of mind; 

Tho? widows hail thee, as thou mov'ſt along, 

And orphans join in the celeſtial ſong ; 

In blooming youth, adorn'd with every grace, 

The nobleſt offspring of the human race; 

The virtue from thy parents handed down, 

Kept and increas'd with thouſands of thy own ; - 
To aſk thy ſtay, tho? ev'ry ftreaming eye, 
And ev'ry hand were lifted to the ſky; 

In the ſame track with me thou ſoon muſt tread, 

And join the number of the mould'ring dead *. 


On a poor but truly Worthy Max, aged Forty- three. 


OH! that the dead might ſpeak, and in a train, 

To charm each death-form'd doubt, and heart- felt pain, 
Might tell che timid ſons of vital breath, 

How ſoft and eaſy is the bed of death! 

Might from this moral truth rich comfort give, 

That man but lives to die, and dies—4o live! 


Neither beauty, wealth, grandeur, or excellence, however valua- 
ble or beloved among the fons and daughters of mortality, can exempt 
the poſſeſſors from the ſtroke of death, 


Let 


ua- 


mpt 


Let 
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Let ſumptuous marbles, and the ſculptur?d buſt, 
Grace the proud pile that covers titled duſt “; 
Whilſt o'er this ſod, where ſleeps the humble dead, 
Returning ſprings a living verdure-ſhed;; - 
And on this ſtone the penſive muſe ſhall ſay,) 
« Bleſt is the man who claims the genie, 
Which truth and gratitude united pay.“ 
Inſcription on à Tomb-ftone, in Hertfordſhire. 
HERE, paſſenger, behold the way, 
Which all muſt go who live ; 
And wiſely' uſe each fleeting day 
Indulgent heav'n may give. 
Penſive, I often view'd the road 
To reſt, where now Ilie; 
So thou, improve the hour beſtow'd, 
And live prepar'd to die +. 


On a GENTLEMAN, aged 7. wenty-four, in Derbyſhire. 


READER, | 
If from thy labouring breaſt ere burſt 
Commiſeration's ſigh; 


Reader, beware ! 
Let not the blaze of glittering talents, 
Nor the pomp of ſounding titles, 
Miſlead thy underſtanding, 
" corrupt thy heart. 

+ A late celebrated poet juſtly obſerves, 

Death has no dread, but what frail life imparts ; 
Nor life true joy, but what kind death improves. | 

Nicut Tyoycyrs, 


T If 


„ | 
If in thine eye the quivering tear 
Ere ſpoke the throbbing heart, 
Here let the boſom heave ; 
ere ſhed the fympathetic drop; 
For here, alas! the froſt of death has nipt 
The faireſt bloſſom of a generous mind; 
Whoſe worſt exubrances 
Were but luxuriant beneyolence, 
Shot from.the warmth of pure philanthropy ; 
6 But *twas the will of heaven. 
The fruit now ripens in celeſtial ſuns ; . 
The vital principle... 
Now mixes with congenial ſpirits ; 
Bleſt in th* enjoyment of eternal bliſs ; - 
(The meed) of virtuous actions.“ 


On ax eminent Gn bun ER; in Henbury Church-yard, 
near Briſtol. 


POMONA's treaſure's gone, her glory fled, 
And Flora's beauty loſt, ſince thou art dead. 
The flow'rs, the trees, and plants all fading ſtand, 
Which us'd to flouriſh, by thy ſkilful hand: 
*Twas by thy ſkilful hand, they us'd to bring 
Treaſures of autumn, pleaſures of the ſpring. 
Alas! that neither plant, nor flow'r, nor tree, 
Could hee reprieve, fo. oft repriev'd by thee. 


* Matthew YT, . 
On 


( 139 ) 


On David GarRICk, E. late of Twickenham, in Mid- 
a dleſex. 


PATHETIC recollection lend thine aid, 

To pay due tribute to his hallowed ſhade ; 

Call forth each wond' rous power by him poſſeſs'd, 
Which agitated oft the human breaſt: | 

But vain the taſk, ſuch num*rous beauties riſe, 
On each reflection, that with ſtreaming eyes 
Great nature ſpeaks! ſpeaks with prophetic pain, 
We ne'er ſhall look upon his like again.“ 


On the late Dr. Gor DbsuirH; Author of the Deſerted 
| Village,* c. 


IF toamuſe, at once, and teach the age ; 

If with new light, t' illume the hiſtoric page; 

If with the comic ſcene to touch the heart, 

And good inſtruftion with a ſmile impart ; 

Theſe to poſſeſs with pureſt manners join'd 
With an extenſive, penetrating mind; 

If theſe are virtues good men value moſt, 

And if ſuch virtues, too untimely loſt ! 

Demand the tender tear from pitying eyes, 

Ye gen'rous ſhed them here where Gold/mith lies, 


* See another Epitaph upon him, page 81, 
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0 Mr. G ar, Author of i be celebrate Elegy in a Conn 
try Church-yard. 

YE lovers, robb'd of all your ſouls held dear; 
Ye maidens, ſorrowing for your lovers true; 
Ye orphans, weeping o'er your father's bier, 
Now mourn for him, who beſt could mourn for you. 
For here he lies, who knew in tender ſtrains, 
To pour the artleſs, elegiac lay, 

| To lull your ſorrows, and to ſooth your pains, 
Here lies the genꝰ rous, ſympathetic Gray. 


On Benjamin FRANKLIN, an eminent Printer, 
HERE hes the body of 
Benjamin FRANKLIN, 

Printer, 
Like the cover of an old book, 
Its contents worn out, 
And ftript of its lettering and gilding; 
Yet the work ſhall not be loſt ; 
But it ſhall, as he believed, 
Once more appear, 
In a new and beautiful edition, 
Corrected and reviſed by the 
Author *, 


This Epitaph evidently refers to the general reſurreQion, when 
the Sacred Scriptures inform us, however the body is ſown a natural 
body, it ſhall be raiſed a ſpiritual body; though it is ſown in corrup- 
tion, it ſhall be raiſed in incorruption 3 though it is ſown in diſhonoury 
jt ſhall be raiſed in glory. 1 Cor, xv. 43. 


. On 


8 
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On an eminent PH1LOSOPHER, aged Sixty-three. 
FLY 


BENEATH this tone, the world's juſt wonder lies, 


Who, While on earth, had rang'd the ſpacious fkiss ; 


Around the ftars his active foul had flown, 

And ſeen their courſes finiſh*dere his own. 

Now he enjoys thoſe realms he did explore, 

And finds that heav'n he knew ſo well before. 

He thro* more worlds his victory purſu'd, 

Then the brave Greek could wiſh to have ſubdu'd; 

In triumph ran one vaſt creation o'er, 

Then ſtopp'd ; for nature could afford no more. 

With Czfar's ſpeed, young Ammon's noble pride, 

He came, ſaw, vanquiſh'd, wept, return'd, and dy de. 


On a Tender Faru RR, aged Forty ſe ven; written by his 

Sox. 
— 

AT length thy ſoul has reach'd the land of peace; 

Thy pains are ended, and thy ſorrows ceaſe. - 

Heav'n has thee now); we will not then repine, 

Heav'n has thee now; and all its joys are thine. 

Yet ah! *tis more than human frailty can, 

We hail the ſaint, but muſt deplore the man. 


* Happy the man! and he alone appears, 
Who having once unmoy'd by hopes and fears, 
Survey'd ſun, earth and ocean, clouds and flame, 
Returns well ſatisfied, from whence he came. 


SoLiTany WALKS. 


Here 
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Here ſhall be heard the widows piercing groan z 
While orphaa's tears wear out the hallow'd ſtone. 
Theſe ſeek thee gather'd to the mighty dead : 
Bleſt tw:f! on which ſuch. holy dews are ſhed : 
Oh ! may ſome friend, when my life's courſe is run, 


Buy the dear father lay th' unworthy Son *, 


On an eminently bible Lik DY, aged Forty- tao. 


COME ladies, ye that would appear, 
Like angels, fair, come dreſs you here, 
Come, dreſs you at this marble ſtone, 
And make that humble grace your own, 


Which once adorn'd as fair a mind, 
As e'er yet lodg'd in woman kind. 


So ſhe was bleſs d; whoſe humble life 
Was free from pride, was free from ſtrife, 
Her very looks, her garb, her mien, 
Diſclos'd the humble ſoul within. 

Trace her thro? ev' ry ſcene of life, 

View her as widow, virgin, wife; 

Still humble ſhe the ſame appears, 

The ſame in youth, the ſame in years ; 


. This reminds me of thoſe remarkable lines, in a poem entitled 


the Graue, by R. Blair, 


The very turf on which we tread, once liv'dz 
And we that live, muſt lend our carcaſes 

To cover our own offspring; in their turn, 
They too muſt cover theirs, — 2 | 


The 


ea 
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The ſame in high and low eſtate; 
Nebler vex'd with this, ne' er moy'd with that. 
Go, ladies, now, and if you'd be ; 
As fair, as great, as good as ſhe, : 
Go, learn of her, humility *. 


— 


On a YouxnG Man, who died for Love, aged Twenty- 
1 | two. | | 


FREE from this dream of life, this maze of care, 
Here reſts the lover and the friend fincere; 
Alive reſpected, lov'd by all but one, 

To him the ſame as tho? beloved by none. 

This dearer one by cruel ſlander ſtrove 

To wrong his fame as ſhe had wrong'd his love. 
From her, unkind reproaches wounded more, 
Than all the giddy turns of chance before. 
Thoſe arrows piercing in a tender part, 

Freſh wounds inflicted on a breaking heart. 
Death ſaw what love, his faithful ſlave had done, 
And kindly finiſh'd what the boy begun. + 


The Sacred Scriptures declare, be that bumbleth bimſelf ſhall be 
exalted, Luke xiv. 11. : 


+ Love is faid to be ſtrong as death, Solomon's Song, viii 6, 7. 
Here it truly proved fo, aided by a flanderous tongue; how great the 
pity ! that love ſhould be fixed on ſo unworthy and baſe an object. 


In- 
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Inſcription na $1ncLE Lavy's Monumeit, in a Church, 
in &. elit, He died wy Fe 1222 
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| GO! fair example of minen why 
Of modeſt wiſdom, and pacific truth; 
Compoe'd in ſufferings, and in joy ſedate, 
Good without noiſe, withogs pretenſion 1 
Juſt of thy word, in ev'ry thought ſincere, 
Who knew no wiſh, but what the world might hear ®, . 
Of ſoſteſt manners, unaffected mind; 
Lover of peace, and friend of human kind: 
Go, live; for heav'n's eternal year is _ 
Go, and exalt thy, moral to divine. fs 
And thou, bleſs'& maid+ ! don her doom, 
Penfive-baſt-follow'd to the filent tomb, 
Steer'd the ſame courſe to the ſame quiet ſhore, 
Not parted long, and no to no more 
Go then, where only bliſs ſincere is known l 
Go, where to love and to enjoy are one! 
Yet take theſe tears, mortality's relief, 
And till we ſhare your joys, forgive our grief: 
Theſe little rites, a ſtone, a verſe, receive, 


*Tis alla father, all a friend, can Yue. 


» "Tis greatly to be feared this line is an exaggeration, for it is 
hardly to be thought, fuch a faultleſs character as this Epitaph deſ- 
cries, has ever exiſted ſince the fall of Adam, but in the perſon of 
Jeſus Chriſt. | 


+ Her companion, a lady aged twenty-eight, who died a week 
after her, „ 
On 


(+ 145) 


On a Voun Lab, in Pancras Church-yara. 
GO ſpotleſs honour, and unſullied truth, | 
Go ſmiling innocence and blooming truth; hy re 
Go female ſweetneſs join'd with manly ſenſe; 
Go winning wit that never gave offence ; 
Go ſoft humanity that bleſt the poor, 
Go ſaint-ey'd patience from affliction's door; 
Go modeſty that never wore a frown, 
Go virtue and receive a heav*nly crown; 
Not from a ſtranger, came this heartfelt verſe, 
The friend inſcribes thy tomb, whoſe tears bedew'd 
thy hearſe, 


OA Noted Dux k ARD, in Eſer. 
BENEATH this ſtone a drunkard's duſt is laid, 
Who drank his paſſing- cup, and reel'd'to bed; 
Death reach'd the bowl, and this preſcription gave; 
« Doſe now thy ſenſes ſober in the grave.” 

Life paid the preſent ſhot ; but oh ! the fears ! 
When morn awakes him to his long arrears, 
Charg'd with the revels of each former day ; 
For there's a dreadful reck*ning ſtill to pay *. 


Oz a Lapr ; in Weſtminſter Abbey. 


HERE reſts a woman good without pretence, 
Bleſs'd with plain reaſon, and with ſober ſenſe ; 


See the note on the et Epitaph. 
U No 
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6) 
No conqueſts ſhe, but o'er ber/elf defir'd, 
No arts eſſay d, nor-ſought to be admir'd. 
Paſſion and pride were to her foul unknown, 
Convinc'd that virtue only is our own, 
So unaffected, ſo compos'd a mind; 
So firm, yet ſoft ; ſo ſtrong, yet ſo refin'd; 
Heav'n, as its pureſt gold, by tortures try'd ; 
The faint ſuſtain'd it, but the woman dy'd. 


Oz a LirTLE Gig, Three Years old, in Surrey. 


HERE innocence and dns hes : hat breath 
Was ſnatch'd by early, not untimely, death; 
Hence was ſhe ſnatch'd, juſt as ſhe did begin | 
Sorrow to know —before ſhe knew to ſin. 

Death chat can fin and ſorrow thus prevent, 

Is the next bleſſing to a life well ſpent. 


On the Brave Lord Howe. 


HERE lies a matchleſs hero's mortal part, 
Untimely ſtruck by death*s relentleſs dart; 
Wiſdom, and valour, virtue, honour, truth, 
And ev' ry outward grace adorn'd the youth: 
He for his country bravely dar' d to die, 

His ſoul too good for earth, would upwards fly. 

We who remain behind, his loſs deplore; 
The brave man envies him the death he bore : 

May thoſe who envy, imitate his ways, 

And Britiſh foldiets all deſerve his praiſe. 


On 


( 147 ) 


On a You 10 LADY, aged Seventeen, in Midadlgſex. | 
COME not, mortal, here to weep, 
Bend not thus thy penſive brow; 
Free from ſorrow I can ſleep, 
Trifles can't diſturb me now. 


All thy little wants ſurvey, 

Every hope, and every fear, 

Sigh, and turn thy ſteps away, 
Happineſs abideth here. 

Tho? the duſt beneath this d, ? 
Virtue, truth, and ſenſe poſleſs'd, 

In the boſom of its God, | 
Only could the ſpirit reſt. 


Bleſſed angels! guard the tomb, 
Pureſt ſpirits hover round; 


Till the date of Nature's doom, 
Shall this ſpot be hallow'd ground, 


On a YouncG GenTLEMAN, bringing up for the Army, 


ALAS! poor Gru! art thou gone indeed ? 
To fill the grave, the hungry worm to feed ? 

Is then that pleaſing form, in early bloom, 

To lie conceal'd, and moulder in the tomb? 

The dreadful ſentence ſuffer*d no repeal ; 

Death's icy hand impreſs'd the fatal ſeal ! 

When friends unnumber'd all thy worth confeſs'd, 
When martial glory fir'd thy youthful wok ; 


Uz | Life's 


1s) 
Life's curtain dropp'd—behold the awful bier! 
Where friendſhip pours the tributary tear. 
Go, youthful monitor of fallen man, 
Too cruel inſtatice of his tranfient ſpan; 
Go, and in heaven the ſire aſylum find; 
By God incarnate parchav'd for mankind, 


On the late Lok 5 Cnaruni | | 


—— 


BLESS'D with a heart, on life's Ray pln, 

Here reſts the relics of a noble man; 

Who left his virtues 'to the world behind, = 

Grav'd, deeply grav\d'on'ev*ry Briton's mind: 

How nobly good, how juſt, and great heprov'd, 

How much lamented, 4nd how dearly lov'd—. 

Let ev'ry friend to Britiſh freedom tell, 

Who felt ſo much when he untimely fell. 

Thoſe virtues ever ſhall unſuily'd ftand, _ _ 
SGlainſt ruthleſs llander, rais'd by envy's — 

His country's muſe ſhall hover oer his grave, 

And for her ſons implore his fatred ſhade. 

Pleas'd, view them pay that tribute to his name, 

Which worth like Pitt's will ever juſtly claim. 


Os the Death of Lond M aged Twenty-five, 
written ty bis di 1 MorkRR. 
SWEET beaut'ous flow'r ! born but to bloom and fade, 


In what ſoft words, ſhall I A thy ſhade ? 
How! 


* The late Lord uns poſſeſſed of every elegant and en- 
gaging qualification, His mind was as lovely as his perſon ; he had a 
| , | com pre- 
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How ſhall the heart, that's burſting with deſpair, 
Thy every grace, and elegance declare? | 
Oh ! thou wert all indulgent heav'n cou'd give, 
And when it call'd thee back, I ceas'd to live ; 
And art thou dead? that thunderbolt of fate, 
Oppreſſes ! cruſhes ! kills me>wwith its weight ; 
My wretched race, of empty life is run, 
Farewell, ye vanities, beneath the ſun ; 

Ye painted ſhadows of a flatt'ring bliſs, 

That lead to diſappointment's dark abyſs ; . 
'Then leave the wretch, for ever to deplore, 

Me, ye can't cheat, for I will truſt no more. 
For oh! all cold, there lies in that dark grave, 
My deareſt M —— young, beautiful, and brave; 
Pale death ! thou never had'ſt ſo rich a prey, 
Since the firſt breaking ſun, created day; 

Oh ! let none thoughtleſs tread the facred ground, 
Where ſleeps a Chriſtian and whom faints ſurround ; 
May none behold this ſpot, without a tear, 

For all that's lovely, and belov'd, lies here. 


On the late RIH ALLEN, EI. of Bath, 


T. 
ADIEU, ye ſylvan ſcenes ! tho' wont to pleaſe, 
And calm the ſoul with inward woe depreſs'd : 


comprehenſive underſtanding, and a refined wit; a native humour, 
that rendered him the moſt charming of companions, and a depth of 
learning that conſtituted him the moſt improving; a judgment pene- 
trating as age, with all the frankneſs of youth; his temper and man- 
ners were all ſweetneſs ; and where they failed to captivate, his native 
dignity commanded ! He ſeem'd born to lend delight to thoſe that knew 
him, to be returned fourfold in ſotro at his death. | 


Tho? 
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Tho? form'd the fmart of piercing grief to eaſe; 
And ſooth the mind diſconfolate to reſt. 
* IE. | 
Allen! the good, the gen'rous and the wiſe, 
From all the glitt'ring pomp of life is fled ! 
Patient he clos*d in death his peaceful eyes; 
| Submiflive fell, and mingled with the dead, 
b ae: 
Tho! born obſcure, to opulence he roſe, 

And made his virtues with his grandeur known: 
| He lov'd his king, and arm'd againſt his foes; 
He join'd his country's int'reft with his own, 

1 2 ; | IV. | 
His ſoul was great, benevolent and kind, 
Of others griefs he ſhar'd a friendly part; 
His vaſt munificence was unconfin'd, 
His lib'ral hand diſplay'd a gen'rous heart, 
3 e 
=. Encircled round his hoſpitable door, 
With thankful hearts and with uplifted eyes, 
Fed by his bounty, ſtood the grateful poor, 
While for his life to heav'n their prayers ariſe, 
W. 
But now, alas ! their cheeks bedew'd with tears, 
And ſtreaming eyes, the woeful loſs deplore |! 
In each ſad face anxiety appears; 
Their joy is gone, for Allen is no more. 
Vit - 
And is he gone? ah never to return, 
No more to ſhine but in immortal fame: 


The 


( 2243 
The burſting tears ſhed round his ſacred urn 
Shall bear in memory his hor.our'd name. 


VIII. 
See winged ſeraphs lead the heav'nly way, 
And guide his ſoul in her celeſtial flight ; 
To realms of bliſs, to never-ending day; 
Toſcenes of boundleſs joy and pureſt light ! 


FR 


Oz a YouxG Man, aged T wenty-ſeven, in Bunhill Fields. 


SURVIVING mortals, mark this leſſon well, 
As none, the time when they ſhall die, can tell ; 
Tothis important truth let all attend, 

Each minute brings us nearer to our end ; 

The filent grave does almoſt every day, 

Some friend or neighbour claim as lawful prey ; 
While ev'ry ſolemn knell, which ſounds their fall, 
Speaks death aloud, to you, to me, to all. 


On the Death of Miſs Hack RT, of Bath. 


CLOS'D are thoſe eyes which beam'd ſeraphic fire; 
Cold is that breaſt which gave the world defire ; 
Mute is the voice where winning ſoftneſs warm'd ; 
Where muſic melted, and where wiſdom charm'd. 
Could modeſt knowledge, and engaging youth, 
Perſuaſive reaſon, and endearing truth; 

Could honour, ſhewn in friendſhip moſt reſin'd, 
And ſenſe, that ſhields the virtue of the mind ; 


The 
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| ( 52 ) 
The ſocial temper, that deteſted ſtriſe, 


The height'ning graces, that embelliſh life, 


Could theſe have e'er the darts of death defy'd, 
Never—ah ! never, had Melinda dy'd ! 

Nor can ſhe die; een now ſurvives her name; 
Immortaliz'd by friendſhip, love and fame. 


On a YounG DisszN TIN G MiNni1STER, aged Twenty. 
two, in Suffolk. 


— — 


BENEATH this ſtone a lovely youth is laid, | 


Who ſerv'd his maker, and his laws obey'd, 
Who early walk'd in wiſdom's ſacred ways, 
And liv'd and dy'd proclaiming. Jeſu's praiſe. 


Lines written for the Tomb-ſtone of a private CHRISTIAN, 
THE moul@ring grave, man's dernier peaceful home, 
(To which lone manſion all muſt ſurely come) 

Is but a road to realms of joy above, SIN 

To thoſe who ſhare the great Redeemer's love; 

And death a ſleep from which they joyful riſe, 
Toeverlaſting bliſs beyond the ſkies. 


On a Vourn aged Nineteen ; in Surrey. 
O:! may thoſe youths who now in pleaſure roll, 
And deaf to reaſon act without controul; 
While haply reading of ſo young a date, | 
Be warn'd to purpoſe ere it proves too late, 
To think in earneſt of a future ſtate - 


See Poetieal Meditations among the Tombs, in a treatiſe entitled 
Solitary Walks, | 
O 
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On a MAAAIZD LADr, who died, aged Tuurntysfir. 

OF gentleſt manners truly form'd to pleaſe ; 

The mildeſt temper ever bleſt with eaſe ; 

An humble mind, a gay and gen'rous heart, 

Good without ſhew, and lovely without art; 

Without one thought, but did from virtue flow ; 
Without one wiſh, but ſuch as heav'n might know . 

Glad to oblige, and fearful to offend, | 

A kind companion and a faithful friend; 

To cover little failings ever prone, 

Blind to all others, conſcious of her own. 

Fond to give praiſes, ſtill her owwz would be 

The only merit which ſhe could not fee : 

To ev'ry vanity a conſtant foe ; 

She lovꝰd that virtue which ſhe bluſh*d to ſhow. 

In life's fair fpring, ſo heav'n ordain'd her doom, 

Untimely hurry'd to the ſilent tomb. | 

If beauty aſks, if virtueclaims a tear, 

Stop, gentle paſſenger, and ſhed it here. > 


Inſcription on the Monument of Dr. WALL, in the Abbey 
5 Church, at Bath. 


 HUSBANDS, fathers, friends, and neighbours, ſaw 
in him a living pattern of their various duties; and muſt 
ever remember the ſeveral excellencies of that heart, the 
loſs of which they now ſo juſtly lament. 


» See the firſt note in page 144+ 
X |  dnſeription 
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Inſeription.on OY Qu1N's Monument, in the Abbey C burch 


at Bath, written 9 the late Daviy Garrice, Ejg. 


* — 


THAT er which. ſet the table on a roar, 


And charm'd the public ear, is heard no more; 
Clos'd are thoſe eyes, the harbingers of _ 
Which ſpake before the tongue, what Shakeſpear writ *. 
Cold is that hand which living, was ſtretch'd forth, 
At friendſhip's call, to ſuccour modeſt worth; ; 
Here lies James Din 3 ; deign reader to be taught, 
Whate'er thy ſtrength of body, force of thought, 
In nature's happieſt mould, however caſt, 

To this complexion thou muſt come at laſt. . 

The ſcene is chang'd, I am no more, | 
Dearh's the af act, now all is o'er +. 


: 


i 


Oz a LITTIE GIRL, Five Years of Age; the Author”, 
© "Daughter. F604 


\ 
— — 


SHORT yet how pleaſing was her viſit here, 

She's now removed to grace a nobler ſphere f; 
. Ceaſe then frail nature to lament in vain, 

Reaſon forbids to wiſh her back again. 


* Alluding to his being an actor. 
+ A late writer compares life to a comic tragedy of five acts; viz, 


infancy, youth, manbood, old age, and death : thrice happy they | 
who act their parts well, and go off the 00 wich the plaudit of their 


Maker. 
+ The buds of virtue, though nipt by the cold 3 of death, ſhall 


revive again, and bloom in the world above, through the never- ceaſing 


On 


% 


( 
On a 'Youno Lavr, in Briftal 8 


e pooy 


Let nature plead, parental fondneſs mourn, 
Or friendſhip bathe with tears E/za's urn; 
While ſhe ſuperior to a world like this, 
With choirs angelic ſhares immortal bliſs, 


On a Reiicious Man, aged Forty-three ; in a Country 
Church-yard.. 

BENEATH the verdure of this earthern cheſt, 

Are laid the garments of a ſoul undreſs'd, 

(The foul up-borne on angel's wings, is gone, | 
To put immortal life and vigour on) 
Here *tis decreed that they awhile muſt lie, 
Till time ſhall end, anddeath itſelf ſhall die. 
Then will the Saviour model them afreſh *, 
And change this tatter'd raiment of the fleſh 
Like to his own ; for that's an heavenly mode 
Fit to enrobe a favourite of God, 


. 


8 a LoveELY YOUTH, Tm Years of Age; at Hackney, 
in Middl; eſex. 
WHAT's faireſt, ſooneſt meets decay, 
We rear the beauteous flower, 
It ſhoots, expands, is fragrant, gay +, 
And withers in an hour. 


* Philip, ini 21. 
+ Early, bright, tranſient, chaſte as morning dew, | 
She ſparkled, was exhal'd, and went to heaven, ; 
| Nienr TrHoucBrs., 
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But human flow'rs that fade below, 
To happier climes convey * 
Shall ſpring anew, and ſweetly blow, 
And never, neuer fade. 
There nouriſh'd by an heav*nly ray, 
The youth theſe lines deplore, 

Shall flouriſh more divinely gay, 
And bloom, to fade no more. 


— i 


uſcription on a celebrated PosT's Tomb-ftone, in Berkſhire. 


THIS modeſt ftone what few vain marbles can, 

May truly ſay, here lies an hangt man : 

A poet bleis'd beyond the poet's fate, 

Whom heav'n kept facred from the proud and great; 

Foe to loud praiſe, and friend tolearned eaſe, 
Content with ſcience in the vale of peace; 

Calmly he look'd on either life ; and here 

Saw nothing to regret, nor there to fear + ; 

From nature's temperate feaſt roſe ſatisfied 

He liv'd reſpected, and lamented died. 


* This corruption muſt put on incorruption, and this mortal muſt put 
en immortality. 1 Cor. xv. 53. 

+ Well may that man be ſtiled happy, who has from the ſentence of 
God, the judge of all, every thing to hope and nothing to fear; who 
has ſq lived upon earth to his Maker's glory, as to have good ground 
to belieye, through the merits of Chriſt the reſurtection and the life, 
he ſhall live with him for eyer in heayen, p 

) | Ju- 
) 


(- 157 ) 


Infeription ona Vov No Lapy's Tomb, be died for Love, il 
| aged Twenty-one, bil 


HERE early freed from ſublunary care, ' 

| Reſt the dear relics of a beauteous maid, 

Whoſe yielding ſoftneſs prov'd her fatal ſnare, 
By love ſubdued, by faithleſs man betray'd. 
Should the falſe youth obſerve this humble ſtone, 

He, for whom daily Harriot vainly fightd; 

Let him reflect, it was for him alone, 

She wiſh'd to live; for him alone ſhe died. 


On a YounG CLERGYMAN, aged Twenty-eight, at St. 
Peter's, in the Iſle of Thanet. 


WAS rhet'ric on the lips of ſorrow hung, 
Or could affliction lend the heart a tongue; 
Then ſhould my foul in noble anguiſh free, ih 
Do proper juſtice to her grief and thee. © | 1 
But ah! when loaded with a weight of woe, ; | 
E'en nature's ſelf appears to be our foe; id 
When we ſhould praiſe, alas! we only groan, {il 
For ſad mortality is all our own. | 
Yet but a word ; as lowly as he lies, 4 
He ſpurns all empires and aſſerts the ſkies ; 1 
Bluſh pow'r! he had no intereſt here below, 1 
Bluſh malice ! for he died without a foe ; 


The 


6 | 
The univerſal friend, fo form'd t* engage, 
Was far too precious for this werld and age ; 
Years were denied, (for ſuch his worth and truth) 
Kind heav'n has call'd him to eternal youth®. 


= ; l 6 
| 


Ineription on a par how Dy's Tomb-flone, in r 
n. 


WIEN the great awful judgment day is come, 
Death ſhall no longer keep thee in the tomb; 
But thou ſhalt riſe, to ſhare eternally, 
Thoſe heav'nly joys prepar'd for ſaints like thee +. 


% 


Inſcription on an unfortunate GENTLEMAN's Tomb, in War- 
wwickſhire, 

BY heav'n preſerv'd, by mortals much oppreſs d, 
The mind once join'd to what is now but duſt, 
Wearied with toils, nor &er expecting reſt, 

| Below the bliſsful manſions of the juſt, 

[ Gladly her partner lodg'd beneath this ſtone, 

= Till the great day when each ſhall claim its own, 


. Thou ſhalt flouriſh in immortal youth, 
Unhurt amidſt the wars of elements, 


The wreek of matter __ the cruſh of worlds. 


ADD1i$S0N's Caro. 
+ Matthew xxv. 34. 


In» 


Iaſcription on a FRERETHIX KEG and GAUMBLER's Tonb- 1 
| 7 5 | 
ſtone „in Somerſetſhire. ii 


HERE lies a ſceptic long in doubt, 
If death wou!d kill the ſoul or not, 
Death ends his doubtſulneſs at laſt; 
Convinc'd—but oh! the die is caſt. 


Inſeription on a MARRNIED Woman's Tomb-/ftone, near 
Ramſgate, in Kent. 


GOD who is mighty, wiſe, and juſt, 
Knows that our frame is feeble duſt; 
And will no heavier loads impoſe, | 


Beyond the ſtrength which he beſtows o. 


Inſcription en the Rev. DR. T RAPP's Tamb-Hone; 
written by himſelf. 
Death ! Judgment] Heaven! and Hell! 
THINK Chriſtians, think ! | 
You ſtand on vaſt eternity's dread brink + ; 


* As thy day ſo ſhall thy ſtrengtb be. Deut. xxxiii, 25. 
+ Anticipate the awful moment, of your bidding this world an 


eternal farewell, Think, what reflections will moſt probably ariſe, 
when you are quitting the field, and looking back on the preſent ſcene 
of action. In what light will your cloſing eyes contemplate thoſe vani« 
ties which now ſhine ſo bright, and thoſ: intereſts which now ſwell into 
ſuch high importance? What part will you then wiſh to have ated ? 
What ſhall then appear momentous ; what trifling, in human conduct? 
Let the ſober ſentiments which ſuch anticipations ſuggeſt, temper now 
. your miſplaced ardour, 
Let the laſt concluſions which you ſh all form, enter into the preſent 
eſtimate which you now make of the world, and of human life, with 
- all its pleaſures and enjoyments, 


Faith : 


WR 
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- Faith and repentance ſeek by earneſt pray'r, 
Deſpiſe zhis world, the next be all your care. 
Thus while my tomb the ſolemn ſilence breaks, 
And to the eye this cold dumb marble ſpeaks ; 
Tho' dead; I preach, if er with ill ſucceſs, 
Living, I ſtrove th' important truths to preſs, 

Vour precious, your immortal ſouls to ſave, 
Hear me, at leaſt, O hear me from my grave. 


Or a CHILD, aged Five Years and two Months, in Kent, 


*TIS God that lifts our comforts high, 
Or ſinks them in the grave; 
He gives, and bleſſed be his name, 


He takes but what he gave +. 


Naſtentes morimur. 


Inſcription on a GENTLEMAN's Tomb, in Norwich, 
TO me *twas. given to die, to thee tis giv'n 
To live ; alas, one moment ſets us ev'n. 
Mark how impartial is the will of _ 


On a YounG GENTLEMAN, Suppoſed to be written by his 
MoTHER, 

IF ever parent ever child was dear, 

Here, as you ſtop, you'll drop the tender tear ; 


* A real Chriſtian will ever acknowledge with David, that God is 
juſt and righteous in all his ways, and holy in all his works, Pſalms 


cxlv. 17. 
| | Here 


. ; 
Here mourn, om, bleſt with ſenſe, *g00d-nature, truth, 
Death ſeiz d, too early ſciz'd, in bloom of youth; 
Religion guided with her brighteſt rays, 
And virtue guarded to the throne of grace. 
Hence let a morher's tears inſtruct the mind, 
And weep memento'mori to mankind.” 


On the late HE NR Fi8LDING, Eg. 2 
TURN hither, man!! within this tomb, 
In peace doth Fielding reſt, 
This muſt in time be Stanhope's 2 3 | jf 
Know then, all wit's a jeſt. | / i 
Learning and ſenſe refin'd ſhall here 3 k 
Britannia's loſs deplore ; N 
Humour's gay ſelf ſhall drop a tear, Mt 
And vice ſhall crouch no more. * 1 
Now may ſhe rear her ſhameleſs head, I 
And throw her lures abroad, 1 9 i 
From earth her conſtant foe is fled, 501 | 
To virtue and to God. : [1 


Fs Oz a Vo LADY, aged Sixteen. 


HAD cruel death, whoſe harveſt is each hour, 
But ſtopt a while to view this lovely flow'r, 
In pity he had turn'd his ſcythe away, 


s And left her ſtanding till another day; 
* But ruthleſs he mow'd on, and ſhe, alas! 
5 Too ſoon fell with'ring with the common grafs, 


= Or 


_ — > * 
=— 
j4 A 


May every reader of this Epitaph endeavour to be what it deſcribes» 


(- 162 ) 
0 a Nax NG nx. aged rung; J in A. 


rn 


MARE, ye virgins, my ſelect friends, and compani.. 


ons ! If blooming youth, if the moſt tender affection of 
parents, and the love of brothers; if abundance of 
wealth ; if a large circle of friends, would have availed 
any thing, I had ftill continued among you; but God 
would have it otherwiſe. Therefore take this warning 
from me, and learn to diſtruſt a * world. 


— 


Ie iption on SOPHRON'S 2. d, in — 


—— 


SOPHRON, the learn'd, the pious, is no more, 


Nor can the moſt pathetic grief reſtore. 

The tranſient joy! he was but lent to ſhow; 
What wond'rous gifts th' Almighty can beſtow ! | 
O lovely pattern of untainted youth ! - © 

O bright reſemblance of celeſtial truth! __ 
In thee the virtues ſocial and divine, 

In early life did eminently ſninqmqm 
Increaſing years thy graces ſtill improv'd, 


And render'd thee at once, rever'd and lov'd: 


In thy pure ſoul, ſound reaſon duly ſway'd, 

While all inferior appetites odey d: 

Juſt ſentiments of honour warm'd thy breaſt, 

In ev'ry action of thy life confeſs'd ; 

Honour, conducted by religion's plan, 
Blended the Chriſtian with the gentleman *. 

Such Sophron was; then huſh'd be ev*ry ſigh, 
For know he reigns in bliſsful realms on high, 
With kindred ſpirits never more to die. 


On 


5 


On 


(eie 


On a very Promiſing Your H, Eighteen Y, ears of Age. ' 


A Youth entomb'd beneath this marble lies, 
Diſcreetly good, and practically wiſe; 

A zealous Chriſtian, and a friend ſincere; 
To others gentle, to himſelf ſevere ;_ _ 
Mature as Autumn, ſweet as ſmiling May, 
Politely ſolid, rationally gay; 

Made up of kindneſs, unalloy'd with gall, 
Who, all men loving, was belov'd by all. 
His ſoul requir'd, he calmly did reſign, 
With chearful patience tothe will divine, 
Which God Almighty early call'd to'riſe, 
From virtue here, to glory in the ſkies, 


On a LitTLE GIRL, Six Years Old. 


EARLY in life I breath'd my laſt, 
The longeſt lives are quickly paſt. 


——_— EC 


On Miss STANLEY, by Mr. J. TrHoMs0N. ' | 


HERE Stanley, reſt, eſcap'd this mortal ftrife, 
Above the joys, beyond the woes of life. 
Fierce pangs no more thy lively beauties ſtain, 
And ſternly try thee with a year of pain: 
No more ſweet patience, feigning oft relief, 
Lights thy fick eye to cheat a parent s grief; 
With tender art, to ſave her anxious groan, 
No more thy boſom preſſes down its own ; 
aa” | 


Now, 


cen). 
Now, well-earn'd peace is thine and bliſs lincere, 
Our's be the lenient, not unpleaſing tear. 
O born to bloom ! then fink beneath the ſtorm, 
To ſhew us virtue in her faireſt form ; 
To ſhew us artleſs reaſon's moral reign,” 
What boaſtful ſcience arrogates in vain; 
Th obedient paſſions knowing each their part, 
Calm light the head, and harmony the heart. 
Yes, we muſt follow ſoon ; we'll glad obey, 
When a few funs have rolPd their cares away z 
Tir'd with vain life, we'll cloſe the willing eye ; ; 
Tis the great birth-right of mankind to die. 
Bleſs'd be the bark! that wafts us to the ſhore, 
Where death divided friendſhip parts no more. 
To join thee there, here with thy duſt repoſe, 
Is all the hope thy hapleſs mother knows. 


Oz a Vo Man, aged — three. 
HERE, reader, mark perhaps now in thy prime, 
The ſtealing ſteps of never-ſtanding time: 

Thou'lt be what I am; catch the preſent hour, 
Employ that well, for that's within thy pow'r “. 


On a YouT#, aged Ten Years and Eight Months. 


HENCEFORTH, be ev ry tender tear ſuppreſs'd ; 
Or let us weep for joy, that he is bleſs'd ; 
From grief to bliſs, from earth to heav'n remov'd, 


His mem' ry honour'd, as his life belov'd. 


Improve the preſent time, for to- moro thou mayeſt never ſee. 
0 8 That 


( 165 ) 
That heart, o'er which noevil e'er had pow'r ; 
That diſpoſition, - ſickneſs could not four; - 
That ſenſe, fo oft to riper years deny d; 
That patience, heroes might have own'd with 23 
His painful race undauntedly he ran, 
And, on th' eleventh winter, dy'd a man. 


On a Man of great Learning. 


— 
3 


HERE lies the man, whom gen' rous nature bleſs'd, 
With all the charms that ever man poſſeſs'd * ; 

To thoſe were join'd, what ſtudy could diſpenſe, 
Learning, and all th* accompliſhments of ſenſe.: 
But vain is grief; for nature's equal laws, 
Require effects ſhould follow from their cauſe : 
Mortals, when once above their rank they riſe, 
Muſt leave this world, and ſettle inthe ſkies. 


Inſcription on a Tomb-ſtone in Yorkſhire. 


REMEMBER ! brethren, who paſs by, 

You in the grave ere long mult lie, 

Sqoner, perhaps, than you expect; 

Hereon then ſeriouſly reflect. 

And wiſely ſpend the little ſpan, 

Of life, as well as eber you can. 

Elſe, of unbounded heav'nly bliſs, 
Vou'll be not only ſure to miſs, 


The Editor cannot but think this is ſaying too much of any man. 
- {Wat 


—— — 


666 


But ſuffer too (O ſad to tell) 
Fierce, everlaſting flames in hell. | 
A doom ſo dreadful to prevent, 

Before it be too late, repent. 


Trfriptin the Tomb of ni eminent "INES in Lan 
_caſhire. 2 
I know that my Redeemer lives, 
What comfort this aſſurance gives; 
Reader, may you to this attain, 
This ſoul-reviving knowledge gain; 
That when your time on earth is oer, 
And you ſhall weep and mourn no more; 
You may, when you are calPd to die, 
For ever * with him on high. 


L wi) 


04 1 Gr RL, Six "A Old; fuppoſed to be written 
9 ber Mor RER. 
O! born to bleſs and die, in temper mild, 
In ſenſe a woman, tho? in age a child, 
In whom love, innocence, and beauty ſhin'd, 
Clear from thoſe clouds of vice which ſhade the mind. 
Beheld, admir'd, and loſt, thy parent's pride, 
Who never gave them grief but when you died; 
Juſtly bewail'd by earth, preferv'd by heav' ND, 
Wherein a better happier ſtate is giv'n; 
This laſt ſad mark of my fond love receive, 
| The only mark of love I now can give; 
Who to thy mem*ry conſecrate this ſtone, 
And ſpeak thy mother's ſorrows in my own. 5 
10 1 


On a BLACKSMITH, in Norwich. 


MY /edge and hammer are reclin'd, 

My delloxvs too have loft their wind; 

My fire's extinguiſh'd; forgedecay'd ; 
And in the duſt my vice is laid 

My cvul is ſpent; my iron gone 
* laſt _ driv*n, 2 work 1 is s done 5. 


Oz a Ge NPLEMAN,' avho was the Are bite of hir own 
Fortune +. 


YE ſons of induſtry learn hence, and know, 
How far in fortune, patient hope may go: 

By fafe degrees, on honour”s firm aſcent, : 
How climbing care, at laſt; will reach content. 
Vet, ah! when up, forget not want below, | 
But ſtretch your helping hand to diſtant woe. 
So roſe the man whoſe duſt makes rich this place; 
He gain'd with honour, and he gave with grace. 
Alive, unenvy'd ; dead, unloſt he lies ; 

For know a good man's influence never dies. 


Inſcription on a Tomb. one, in Bunhill Fields. 


OF T have I ſtood as you ſtand now, 
Io view the graves as you view mine; 
Think, thou muſt ſoon be laid as low, 

And others ſtand to gaze at thine. 


* This Epitaph ſeems to be written only to diſplay the wit of its | 
author, not to inſtru or edify the readers of it, which ſhould be the - 
only intention and deſign of Epitaphs in general. | 

+ Under the bleſſing of heaven upon his induſtry. ; 


Inſcription 


i 
[ 
| 


CLONE 


nee an 4 Tomb Joe, in Norewich, 
"TIS mine af to moulder i in the a+ 
To-morrow may thy awful ſummons come; 
Thus fall, and ſleep ſecure !. awake, or know, 
Thy dreams will terminate in endleſs woe; 
Wake, and contend for heaven's immortal prize, 
And give to God each moment as it flies “. 
Serene then may ſt thou recolle& the paſt, 
And with a ſacred tranſport meet the laſt. | 


On aLanr, in Pancras Church-yard.. 


IB — 9 g 
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HER. mortal pains and griefs are oer, 
And life's fiereg ſtorms are paſt. 
Safely ſhe. reach'd the heav'nly ſhore, 
Where joys, unfading laſſt. 


1 & * 
: : 


Inſcription on a e in Liington Chareh-yand.. 
HAIL facred gravel. be loyal to thy truſt; 

Till my dear Lord revives my ſleeping duſt ; 

Then as a faithful ſteward ſafe reftore, 
That precivus treaſure thou ean'ſt keep no more +. 


* Would to God the advice this Tpinaph gives, was followed by alk 
who read it. 


FM. Plalm cxvi. 15. John v. — 29. 
| Inſeription 


( 19) 
 Infſeription on the Tombof aGenTLEMAN, in Her:fordſpire, 
ALL an accompliſh'd body lends mankind, 
From earth receiving, he to earth refign'd ; 
All that e'er grac'd a ſoul, from heav'n he drew, 
And took back with him as an angel's due“. 


Ona LITTLE GIII, Five Years Old, in ditto, 
SOFT as the balm the gentleſt gale diſtils, 
Sweet as the fragrance of the new-mown hulls ; 
Her op'ning mind a thouſand charms reveal'd, | 
Proof of thoſe thouſands which were yet conceal'd ; 
The lovelieſt flower in nature's garden plac'd, | 
Permitted juſt to bloom then pluck'd in haſte, 
Angels beheld her ripe for joys to come, 
And took, by God's command, their ſiſter home. 


On an amiable YOUTH, aged Eighteen, 


HERE lies a youth, (ah wherefore breathleſs lies) 
Learn'd, without pride, and diffidently wiſe ; 
Mild to all faults, which from weak nature flow'd, 
Fond of all virtues, whereſoc'er beſtow'd. 
Who never gave, nor ſlightly took offence, 

The beſt good. nature, and the beſt good ſenſe; 
Who living hop'd, and dying felt no fears, 
His only ſting of death, a parent's tears. 


* It is well if this Epitaph contains no more than was true reſpeR. 
ing the deceaſed ; ſuch exalted characters are very rarely to be met 


with. 
2 In- 


( 170 ) 


Inſcription on a Monument in the Abbey Church of Bath. 


IF gentleſt manners ſweet good nature's eaſe, 
If placid virtue with ſtrong ſenſe can pleaſe, 


| Here reader pauſe, nor check the ſwelling figh; 
Nor ſtop the tear which burſting from the eye, 


Will mourn with me they were not longer given, 
To ble ſs the earth and ſeek a later heaven. 


— 


On a MARRIEDLAPD, in ditto. 


A loving wife, 
A tender mother, 
A devout Chriſtian, 
Gentleneſs of manners, 
Chearfulneſs of temper, and 
Innocency of life, 
Enabled her to paſs through this world 
without anxiety, 
And to leave it with reſignation, 
In the pleafing hopes of a better ; 
In the hirty-ninth year of her age. 


On the ſudden Death of a YounG GENTLEMAN, 


CALL'd in an inſtant by a father's love, 
The heav'n- born ſoul takes its ſwift flight above; 
Guarded by ſeraphs thro? th' etherial road, 
Soon he arrives at Zion's bleſt abode ; 


Joyful 


„„ 
Joyful he enters, while, with wond'ring eyes, | 
He views the glorious place with much ſurprize : 
Approaching angels, with a ſmiling face, 
Bid him ſweet welcome to the bliſsful place, ö 
While loud Hoſannas rend th* unbounded ſpace. 


Inſcription on an OLD GENTILEMAN's Tomb, in the county 


of Stafford. 


READER, with awe look down and learn 
In time true wiſdom to diſcern ; 
Lo! underneath here lies interr'd 
An uprightman who ſeldom err'd; 
He reſts in peace and with the juſt 
Shall riſe in glory from the duſt ; 
His pleaſure was his Maker's praiſe, 
In pious acts he ſpent his days; 
Juſt, charitable, good and wiſe, 
A friend ſincere without diſguiſe ; 
With meekneſs he reſign'd his breath, 
And triumph'd in the views of death; 
His ſoul is fled to joys immenſe ; 
To mourn, would ſure be great offence ® . 
But oh ! how good, his ſteps to trace, 
And end like him our Chriſtian race ; 


* To mourn the loſs of dear relatives or beloved friends is very na- 
tural, and countenanced by the weeping of Jeſus on the death of La- 
zarus ; but to murmur, repine, or wiſh them back again, is a tacit ar- 
raignment of the wiſdom and dealings of Almighty God, (who does all 
things well), and therefore cannot but be ſinful. 


22 IM To 


F | 

To keep t'wards heaven a conſtant eye, 
In faith like him to live and die: 

And when we from the duſt awake, 

Of endleſs glory to partake. - 


Os a Vo Man, ix Somerſotſbire, who died for Love. 


5 CONSIGN?D to duſt, baker this humble ſtone, 


In manhood's prime is hapleſs Damon laid; 
Who liv'd in yonder cot, almoſt unknown, 
In bleak misfortune's melancholy ſhade. 


Lov'd by the ſylvan muſe, but lov'd in vain, 


*T was female beauty drew his ruin on, 

He ſaw young Daphne on the neighb'ring plain, 
He lov'd, believ'd, and was alas ! undone. 
Beneath this humble ſtone the youth is laid, 

O greet his aſhes with a tender tear; | 
May heaven with bleſſings ever crown his ſhade, 
And grant that welcome peace he wanted here. 


On a Poor labouring Max, in a Church-yard, in Lincoln- 


ſhire, 
THE ſwain who liy'd in yonder cot; 
Lies buried near this verdant ſpot, 
With his induſtrious faithful wife, 
He trod the vale of humble life ; 
Nor knew the cares that ever wait, 


On grandeur, eminence and ſtate * ; | 


 ® Riches increaſeaniety and cares, wnknown to the ſons and daugh- 
ters of ruſtic poverty, | 


1 


Here 


(193) 
Here village girls at ev'ning hour, 
Shall ſtrew the newly gather'd flower, 
And ſhepherd lads afſemble here, 
To drop a ſympathetic tear. 


An Epitaph in a Church-yard, in Hertfardfpire, by the Au- 
bor of the NI h Trovcurs. 
IF fond of what is rare, attend! 
Here lies an honeft mans 
Of perfect piety, 
Of lamblike patience, 
My friend J. Barker, 
To whom J pay this mean memorial 
Fior what deſerves the greateſt. 
An example, 
Which ſhone thro? all the clouds of fortune; 
Illuſtrious in low eftate; 

The leſſon and reproach of thoſe above him. 
To lay this little ſtone is my ambition; 
While others rear the poliſh'd marbles of the great, 
Vain pomp ! 


A turf o'er virtue charms us more. 


4 ſuppoſed Addreſs of a Youne Lavr, deceaſed, to ber 
'  BroTHER. 


COME, brother, come !—true reſt is only here, 
Where reigns a joy no martyr bought too dear ; 
The weary. here in peace their eyelids cloſe; - 


Here the diſtreſs'd are freed from galling woes, | 
And wretched mortals find a ſweet repoſe. 


Then, 


Wo — 
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(194) 
Then, brother, come! oh! quickly come away ! 
Let no vain terrors form a late delay. 
Let pure religion all thy thoughts employ, 
She, holy maid! will every fear deftroy ; 
Throꝰ all thy life, with ſoothing care attend, 
And when thy ſoul draws near its deſtin'd end, 
Vanquiſh'd by her, death's ſtings ſhall flee away, 
Like night's black ſhadows at th' approach of day“. 


Lines written on the Tomb-ftone of Th REE CnilLDREN, 
buried in one Graye; in Bolton Church-yard, in Lanca- 


ſhire. 
NOR youth, nor age, nor beauty can, 
Evade the ſentence paſt on man ; 
Then parents dear, from grief refrain, 
For we thro? Chriſt ſhall live again. 


On a YouTHn, aged Sixteen, in ditto. 


| ALAS! how frail is mortal man, 

: His time on earth is but a ſpan; 
Then look and learn as you paſs by, 
Both how to live and how to die. 


Religion, Providence, an after ſtate; 
Here is firm footing ; here is ſolid rock ; 
This can ſupport uus. . 
His hand the good man faſtens on the ſkies, 
And bids earth roll, nor feels her idle whirl. 
Nicurt TrHoucuTrs. 


| | | ; Elegiac 
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Elegiac Lines on the Death f a VouNOG Lab, aged Mine- 


teen. 
——ů— 


SHE's gone to heav' n, her ſoul has wing'd its flight, 
From grief and gloom, to realms of joy and light.. 
Delia no more ſhall pain, or fickneſs, know, 

For death has clos'd the ſcene of mortal woe; 
Claſp'd the fair virgin in his icy arms, 

And triumph'd o'er a worldof faded charms; 
Affrighted at his touch, ſee beauty flies, 

Pale grows the cheek, and dim the ſparkling eyes ; 
Thoſe lips, which late could every care beguile, 
Have loſt their rubies, and forgot to ſmile ; 

And what was late with ſofteſt muſic hung, 

Now ever filent, lies a lifeleſs tongue. 

View this, ye fair —nor be of charms too vain, - 
They fly with fickneſs, and they fade with pain. 
Relentleſs death, nor youth, nor charms can moves 
Deaf to the cries of beauty and of love *; 

Or Delia ſtill had bleſt our earthly plains; 
Stranger to ſickneſs, and exempt from pains ; 
For ſhe had all the human mind could form, 

To pleaſe the ſenſes, or the heart to warm; 
Good ſenſe and nature, with the ſweeteſt grace, 
The ſtricteſt virtue, and the faireſt face; 

Bleſs'd in her conduct, and by heay*n approved; 
By all lamented, as by all belov'd. 


None from the mortal ſtroke of death can ſave, 
All fall alike, the wealthy, fair , and brave, 
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On 4 Younc Lapr, aged Te Wenty-Ont, in Ranſgate 


| Church-yard, in Kent; auritten by ber Far ER ER. 


— — 


THE virtuous quit this toilſome life, aſſured of higher 
bliſs ; fo died my Anna; her firm unclouded faith, cheared 


her departing foul ®, and ſoothed her early loſs of youth- 


ful life and love. 


TuE TEARS or HYGEIA. 
On the Death of an Eminent PuxsICIAx, in Dorſetfhire, 
5 + a#-LLEGY. 

AS late I ſtray'd beneath the mountains brow, 
Where contemplation's fecret haunts appear, 

The plaintive ftrains of ſentimental woe, 

In ſofteſt notes affail'd my lining ear. 

Intent I ſtood, to hear the mournful ſound, 
My boſom heav'd with pity's kindeſt ſigh ; 

And as I view'dthe lonely ſcenes around, 
Health blooming goddeſs | caught my roving eye. 


Sweet was her aſpect, gentle was her mein, 

Though ſorrow's clouds ol erſpread her youthful . 
No fairer virgin ever trod the green, 

Or ſtray'd along with more enchanting grace, 


# Faith builds a bridge acroſs the gulf of death, 
And lands thought ſmoothly on the farther ſhore, 
Believe, and look with triumph on the tomb. 
NicuT Tuovenrs. 
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(tin | 
ce Tg done } ſhe cry'd—to gnef devote the day, | 
” « Let heart-felt ſorrow pour the willing tear; | 
e Let fond affection raiſe the tender lay, 
« And form a wreath for Sophron's early bier. 


r « Latelywe ſaw him full of harmleſs glee, 
| To ſocial joys devote the fleeting hour; 
5 « But now, alas! a lifeleſs corpſe we ſee, 


“ The ſad remains of death's relentleſs pow'r. "0 


« Of late fair ſcience fir'd his godlike mind, 
« And every virtue in his boſom ſhone, 
« There friendly pity beam'd with aſpect kind; 
, «© There ſweet benevolence had fix'd her throne. 


« But now fair ſcience warms that breaſt no more, 
cc No more that boſom burns with virtue's flame 
« The flatt ring pomp, the joys of life areo'er ; 
« And nought 1s left but an illuſtrious name. 1 


c« Ye poor affficted, mourn his early fall; 2 
« Ye helpleſs orphans, raiſe the plaintive ſtrain; | | 

« Weep o'er his grave, for well he loy'd you all, | 
Supplied your wants, and oft reliev'd your pain “. 
| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 


«« Ye ſons of learning, as ye paſs along, 
«« One friendly tear, one ſigh of ſorrow give; 
« And ye who ſweetly ſwell the rapt'rous ſong, 
« Record his worth, and bid his virtue live.“ 


* He was juſtly eſteemed for his philanthropy and beneyolence to the 
Poor. LE; 
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| 4 1981 ): 
Ona LITTIS GIL whoſe Name vas Rox. 
HERE lies a roſe, a budding roſe, 
Blaſted before its bloom ; 
Whoſe i innocence did ſweets diſcloſe, 
Beyond that flow'r's perfume. 
To thoſe, who for her loſs are griev'd ; 
This conſolation's giv'n; 
Sbe's from all earthly grief reliev'd, 
And blooms a roſe in heav'n. 


— 


On an amiable Wir R; fuppoſed to be Written by ber 


- HusBanD. 


IF worth and virtue e'er deſerv'd a tear, 


Stop, gentle traveller, and ſhed it here. 
For tho? no. glare of titles can beſtow, 


| Subſtantial honour on the duſt below ; 3 
Vain is at beſt fame's moſt exalted breath, 


Say, what is rank, or dignity in death ! 
Yet theſe cold relics formerly poſſeſs'd, 


The nobleſt virtues of the human breaſt ; 


Roſe up the whiteſt character in life, 

The tendereſt mother and the fondeſt wife; 
So lothe to blame, ſo ready to commend, 

She never made a foe, nor loſt a friend: 

To bear her laſh no hapleſs name was known, 
Nor worth to paſs unnotic'd but her own. 


To her, whoſe name mult be for ever dear, 


The weeping huſband rears the marble here. 
Convinc'd all eyes muſt fadden at the view, 


And think his loſs is Human nature's too. 4 
4 1 


/ 
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On Mrs. M. ANGEL, in Stepney Church-yard. 


TO ſay an angel here interr'd doth lie, 

May be thought ſtrange, for angels never die. 
Indeed ſome fell from heav'n to hell, 

Are loſt and riſe no more: 

'This only fell from death to earth, 

Not loſt, but gone before. 


— 


Inſcription on a YounG Lapy's Tomb-flone, in St. Pan- 
cras Pariſh, in Middleſex. 


HERE lies Miſs S. W. aged eight years and nine months, 
Hence children learn, tis God's decree, 
Childhood and youth are vanity ; 
Let young and old, both rich and poor, 
A crown of endleſs life ſecure, 
'Thro' faith in Chriſt, the finner's friend, 
That when this preſent life ſhall end, 
They may immortal bliſs obtain, 
And death prove their eternal gain +. 


A SoL1LoqQuY ; on viewing the Tomb of a deceaſed Friend. 


SOON will the awful hour appear, 
When I muſt quit my dwelling here; 
Theſe active limbs, to worms a prey, 
In the cold grave muſt waſte away. 


® Ececleſ. xi. 10, + Philip. i. a1, | 
„ Nor 
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Nor ſhall I ſhare in all that's done, 

In this wide world beneath the fun. 
To diſtant climes, and ſeats unknown, 
My naked ſpirit muſt be gone; 

No room for penitence and prayer, 
No farther preparation there 

Can e' er be made; the thought is vain, 
My ſtate unalter'd muſt remain. 
Awake, my ſoul, without delay, 
That if God ſummon thee this day, 
Thou cheerful at his call may'ſt riſe, 
And ſpring to life beyond the ſkies. 


— — 


To the Memory of . I % Claybrock, in 


Leiceſterſhire, aged T birty-eight. 

HERE in. the earth's cold boſom lies entomb'd 
A man, whoſe ſenſe by every virtue grac'd, 
Made each harmonious muſe obey his lyre : 
Nor ſhall th* eraſing hand of powerful Time 
Obliterate his name, dear to each tuneful breaſt, 
And dearer ſtill to ſoft humanity ; 

For oft the ſympathetic tear would ſtart 
' Unbidden from his eye; another's woe 

He read, and felt it as his own. 

Reader ! 

It is not flattery or pride that rais'd 
To his remains this modeſt ſtone : nor yet 
Did partial fondneſs trace theſe humble lines, 
But weeping friendſhip, taught by truth alone, 
To give, if poſſible, in future days, 
A faint 


( 181 ) 
A faint idea to the race to come, 
That here repoſeth all the mortal part 
Of one, who only liv'd to make his friends, 
And all the world, regret he e' er ſhould die. 


To the Memory of C. . . Diczr, of Leicefterſpire, aged 
Sixty. | 

O thou, or friend or ſtranger, who ſhalt tread 
Theſe ſolemn manſions of the ſilent dead; 
Think, when this record to enquiring eyes 
No more ſhall tell the ſpot where Dicey lies ; 

When this frail marble, faithleſs to its truſt, 
Mould'ring itſelf, reſigns its moulder'd duſt ; 
When time ſhall fail, and nature feel decay, 
And earth, and fun, and ſkies, diflolve away ; 
The ſoul this conſummation ſhall ſurvive, 
Defy the wreck, and but begin to live: 
Oh pauſe ! reflect, repent, reſolve, amend ! 
Life has no length—eternity no end. 


Inſcription on the Monument of Miss Taickxnesss *, 


READER, if youth ſhould ſparkle in thine eye, 
If on thy cheek the flower of beauty flows; 
Here ſhed the tear, and heave the penfive figh, 


Where beauty, youth, and innocence repoſe. 


* Miſs Thickneſſe, a young woman of rare endowments, is buried 
behind a rude Gothic arch erected to the memory of the unfortunate 
youth, Thomas Chatterton, at St, Catherine's Hermitage, near Bath, 
over which is cut, in dome relief, a profile head of Chatterton, from a 
deſign of Miſs Thickneſſe's. 


Doth 
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Doth wit adorn thy mind? doth ſcience pour 
* Its ripen'd bounties on thy vernal year? 
Behold where death has cropp'd the plenteous ſtore, 


And heave the figh, and ſhed the penſive tear. 
Do muſic's dulcet notes ſpeak on thy tongue? 
And do thy fingers ſweep the ſounding lyre ? 
Behold, where low ſhe lies, who ſweetly ſung 
The melting ſtrains a cherub might inſpire. 


Of youth, of beauty then, be vain no more, 
Of muſic's power, of wit and learning's prize; 
For while you read, thoſe charms may all be o'er, 
And aſk to ſhare the grave where Anna lies. 


— —— II RET 


Dn ͤ ¶ͤ 


On the Rev. Mr. James, aged 7 wenty-ſeven. 


— — 


A feeble muſe, made feebler ſtill by pain, 
Can write what friends-alone may not diſdain ; 

Vet will I, in theſe broken, tear-ſtain'd lays, 
Sketch ſome faint outlines of this good man's ꝓra iſe. 
His great and various learning well might claim 
The faireſt eulogies beſtow'd by fame: 

For deepeſt ſciences enrich'd his mind, 
With all politer lit'rature combin'd. 
But poor the praiſe which knowledge can impart, 

| Compar'd with that reſulting from the heart 
Twas here he ſhone. Learning, in his wiſe plan, 

Serv'd but to make him ſtill a better man. 

" Weep not, ye friends; weep not, thou much-loy'd wife! 

Tis wronging him to mourn his ſcanty life ; 


ͤà— 
* 


—— — 


1 


For 
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For what to him could added years beſtow, - © © ; | 
Save the ſweet pow'r of doing good below ? | ; 1 
His virtues count, and, ſhort as was his ſpan, | 
He died at twenty-ſeven a good old man. | 0 


On a Country CIERNOTMHAx, aged Forty-twoz 
in Imitation of Dr. Gol DsMIT EH. 


A man he was, who own'd religion's ſway ; | q | 
Unlike the paſtqrs of the preſent day. | Ul 
No worldly gain was he e'er taught to prizez | Way 
His motive, virtue; and his aim, the ſkies. 10 
With doctrines ſound his hearers ſouls he reach'd ; | lf 


| 

«« And, ſtrange to tell, he practis d what he preach'd*.” "Wit 
When ſtarving beggars for aſſiſtance pray d, Wi 
His friendly arm their wretched wand'rings ſtaid. Wl 
No ſuppliant's pray'r e' er paſs*d unheeded by; þ il 
Tear anſwer' d tear, and ſigh ſucceeded ſigh. Will 
Altho? no lover of the ſtrolling race, Will 
As pity call'd, he heard each dubious caſe ; 
If falſe, diſmiſs'd them from his grateful fare, 
Since miſery only gain'd admittance there. 

But if their ſtory, told devoid of art, 

Without a colouring reach'd the tenderheart, 
Then with what love, what eagerneſs, what zeal, 
He ſtrove their ſorrows, and their griefs to heal! 


* Would to God this was applicable to every Preacher of God's 
word e but alas ! how many Clergymen have too much reaſon to ſay to 
their hearers, what was not long ago actually ſaid in the pulpit, by a 
Clergy man of well-known bad character, in the metropolis, Do as I 
Jay, and not as I do | | ! 


Declar'd 
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| Dieclar'd the means to bear affliftion's rod, 
| And taught ſubj ection to the will of Gad. 
| Whene'er his pariſh from their duty . 
=: Their paſſions, vices, inclinations ferv'd, 
He with a care paternal urg'd reclaim, 
In juſt proportion to his gen'rous aim; | 
Argued from reaſon's, then from Seripture's laws 3 
A great defender of a greater cauſe; 
When ſickneſs rag'd from door to door he went, 


— 
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His aid to all with equal pleaſure lent; 1 
With love benign adminiſter'd relief, | 
And truly joy d to mitigate their grief. ] 


As to theſe duties, ſo to others true. 
His every action like the notic'd few, 

Free from ambition, envy, pride, or ftrife, 
He paſs d in folitude—a godly life : 
Till death approaching led his ſoul away, 
From dreary regions—to eternal day. 


ELzciac STanzas fu be Memory f OrmttiaH.... | 
Written by her Lover, 


u a 


COULD virtue's power repel the hand of death, 

Could goodneſs chace the ſickly fiend away; by: 
Still might Ophelia draw unſullied breath, 

Nor claim the fad, the heart-diſſolving lay. } 


But, ah! ſtern fate not virtue's power can move, 
Nor goodneſs ſoothe the fiend with ghaſtly mien: 
be friend we cherifh, and the maid we love, 
'  Whentheſe command, malt quit the vital ſcene. 
| | Such 


61880) 
Such was Ophelia (from our ſcene retir d) — 


Let truth, let worth, revere the ſacred name: 
Her leaſt ambition was to be admir'd ; 


And all that pomp can give, her leaſt of fame. 


No pride, ſave noble, gen'rous pride, ſhe knew; 
Patient ſhe heard the tale of virtuous woe ; 

The rooted thorn from ſorrow's boſom drew, 
And bade the tear of anguiſh ceaſe to flow. 


Ne'er did dejection ſhun her pure abode, 
Nor miſery fly inſulted from her door ; 

Her ſtream of wealth in bounty's channel flow'd, 
And pour'd the tide of plenty on the poor. 


Theſe ſhall the tear of grateful mem'ry give, 
Sincere and felt as is the mulſe's ſtrain : 
Long in the breaſt of anguiſh ſhall ſhe live, 
Bur ne'er to ſhed her healing balm again 


For M.. . no more can pleaſure find a charm z 
Nor peace allure him to her flow'ry ſeats: 
Heart- piercing woes ſtern reaſon's power diſarm, 
And life's red tide in wild diſorder beats. 


Deep groves alone receive his ſighs profound, 
Where dew-drops mingle with the falling tear; 

Where poplars ſtrew their yellow leaves around, 
As if to grace Ophelia's ſilent bier. 


Ophelia's name is whiſper'd through the ſhade, 
Where flowerets droop, or all unheeded bloom ; 
While the ſad ſwain, to many a penſive maid, 
| Repeats the verſe that's gravenon her tcmb, 
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On an amiable Wire, aged Thirty-three ; written by her 
HusBanD. 


ADIEU, my dear, my earlieſt love, adieu! 
The dream of tender care and bliſs is fled— 
Fled are the calm delights I ſhar'd with you, 
And every charm of life with you is dead : 
No more the tuneful magic of thy ſong 
Shall ſooth the ſorrows of my heart to reſt ; 
No more the ſoft perſuaſion of thy tongue 
Io love and rapture ſhall awake my breaſt, 


But ſoon the fated period of my ſtay, 
In lonely exile from the bleſt and thee 
Will come— Oh how my ſoul ſhall hail the day, 
Which from this weary life ſhall ſet it free 
Then both, I truſt, eternal bliſs ſhall prove, 
In praiſe to God, and everlaſting love, 


To the Memory of E. B. in Twickenham Church-yard. 


AS ſoon as {he could reaſon on the rules 
Of her duty, ſhe 

* Began her care to obſerve them; 

Recommending the religion ſhe profeſſed, 

By its uniform influence on her conduR. * 

Her faith was approved by her obedience, 

Her excellent principles by correſpondent morals : 


* Aga tree is known by its fruit, ſo is religion, by its influence on 


the lives and practice of its profeſſors. 
The 


* 
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The life ſhe led in the moſt corrupt times, 
Would have done her honour in the pureſt, 

Devout, 'retired, mortified, 

Vet ever eaſy, pleaſed, chearful, 

Cenſuring only by excelling, 

Poſſeſſing, but to diſtribute ; 
Glad to diſcover what ſhe might commend in others ; 
Overlooking no, worth, except her own. 

Such ſhe lived conſiſtent throughout; 
Wholly intent on preparing for a better world ; 
Which death called her to in her 3 5th year. 
Reader! 

You have here no detail of her deſcent and alliances ; 
This monument is raiſed to no worth ſhe borrowed ; 


To that alone which will be in her rewarded, 
And ſhould by you be imitated. 


Inſcription on a MinisTE#r's Tomb in Monmouthſhire, 


T HIS plain and humble tomb no flatt*ry knows, 
The laſt proud gift which vice on vice beſtows; 
Yet dares one ſweet and glorious truth impart, 
Tranſcribe the glowing lecture on thy heart. 

Haſt thou that powerful faith which works by love, 
And, dead to ſenſe, ſtill points to thrones above? 
Feed the warm hope, which pure religion gives, 
Nor fear to die, thou whoſe Redeemer lives. 
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On a YounG LADY, who died in the Tenth Year of her 
Age, in Devonſhire. 

H OW fleeting, frail, and tranſient are our days, 
Each hope, each pleaſure ſuddenly decays. 

If virtue could but reſcue from the grave, 
And dove-like innocence had pow'r to ſave; 
Here, by her tender parents? early aid, 
Each in this lovely child, was ſoon diſplay'd: 
In her the ſiſter graces ſeem'd combin'd, 
Young as ſhe was, to decorate her mind : 
But death's a common debt we all muſt pay, 
Both good and bad the ſummons muſt obey ; 
*Ere ten ſhort years the happy child had try'd 
This mortal world, ſhe lik'd it not, and dy'd. 
Fond parents ceaſe, the falling tears reſtrain, 
Ceaſe to lament her fate, ceaſe to complain; 
Amongſt the glorious ſaints in heav'n ſhe's bleſt, 
With endleſs joy, and everlaſting reſt. 

On a YouxnG GENTLEMAN iz a Church at Bath. 
REST, ſacred ſhade! I bring no pompous lays 
To ſwell thy virtues with vain human praiſe. 
Bleſs'd with thy God, in heav'n enjoy him till, 
As *twas thy ſtudy here to do his will. 


* 
On a YounG GEN TLEMAN, aged Eighteen, in St. Giles's 
Church-yard. 


A youth entomb'd beneath this marble lies, 


Diſcreetly good, and practically wiſe ; 
| A zealous 


; | ( 189 ) 


A zealous Chriſtian, and a friend ſincere; 
To others gentle, to himſelf ſevere; 
Mature as Autumn, ſweet as ſmiling May, 
Politely ſolid, rationally gay; 

Made up of kindneſs, unalloy'd with gall, 
Who all men loving, was belov'd by all. 
His ſoul requir'd, he calmly did reſign, 
With chearful patience to the will divine; 
Which in reward was early call'd to riſe, 
From virtue here, to glory in the ſkies. 


—— — — 


On a YounG MAN, who was killed by an Accident. 


CONSIDER, that *ere long you muſt 
Depart, and ſoon return to duſt ; 

Or, ſuddenly, as well as I, 

By ſome fad accident may die. 

And in this world, as none can tell, 
How ſhort a time he is to dwell, 

O! let it be your chiefeſt care, 

For death and judgment to prepare. 


Inſcription on a Tomb-ſtone, in Hertfordhhire. 


ADJUDG'D to bliſs, the ſaints ſhall riſe, 


To meet their Saviour in the ſkies, 
And live where pleaſure never dies. 
Condemn'd, the ſinners ſhrink to hell, 


The ſad reverſe conſider well, 
«© With endleſs burnings who can dwell?“ 


1 ſcription 10 
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Inſcription intended for a QuAkER's Tomb-Mone, 


Yorkſhire. 


REMEMBER J brethren, who paſs by, 


You in the grave ere long muſt lie, 


Sooner, perhaps, than you expect; 
Herean pray ſeriouſly reflect; 

And wiſely ſpend the little ſpan 
Of life, as well as e'er you can; 
Elſe of eternal heav'nly bliſs, 


You'll be not only ſure to miſs, 


But ſuffer too (O ſad to tell!) 
Fierce, everlaſting flames in hell. 
A doom ſo dreadful to prevent, 
Before it be too late, repent, 


Meditations on the Approach of Death, by a LADY. 


— — 


THAT awful hour will ſoon appear, 
Swift on the wings of time it flies, 
When all that pains or pleaſes here, 
Will vaniſh from my cloſing eyes. 


Death calls my friends and neighbours hence, 


None can reſiſt the fatal dart; 
Continual warnings ſtrike my ſenſe, 


And ſhall they fail to reach my Heart? 


Shall gay amuſements riſe between, 


2x 


The Sacred Scriptures aſſures us, that eternal happineſs or miſery, 
will be the portion of all mankind after this life, according to their prin- 
ciples and practice here below ; this proves the abſolute neceflity for re- 
pentance and reformation to be urg'd on all, 


When 
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When ſcenes of horror ſpread around? 
Death's pointed arrows fly unſeen, | 
But ah! how ſure, how deep they wound! 
Think, O my ſoul ! how much depends 
On the ſhort period ofa daß; 
Shall time, which heav'n in mercy lends, 
Be negligently thrown away? ß 
Lord, teach me the celeſtial ſkill, 
Each awful warning to improve; * 
And while my days are ſhort'ning ſtill 
Prepare me for the joys above. 


Reflections on Death, addreſſed to the Farr S Ex. 


NOTHING's more true than what the poet ſings, 
« The grave's no flatt'rer :?* peaſants, heroes, kings, 
The haughty monarch and th' ignoble ſlave, 

Sleep undiſtinguiſh'd in the filent grave. 

Tis there th? afflicted reſt from all their woes, 
There wearied trav'llers undiſturb'd repoſe. 

Ah! what avails of birth the boaſted pride ! 

From whom deſcended, or to whom allied, 

It matters not, none can the ſhock withſtand, 

Elude the dart, or ſtay th' uplifted hand; 

If death, who ſtrikes fools, madmen, or divines, 
Mocks their proud hopes, and thwarts their raſh deſigns; 
The patriot's plans, the ſchemes of tyrant pow'r, 
The warrior's triumph, miſer's golden ſhow'r ; 

The half-ſtary*d poet's dream of endleſs fame, 
(Inceſſant toiling for a deathleſs name,) 


* Pſalm xc. 12. ; 
When 


— 
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When death appoints the moment, all are o'er, 
All ceaſe to pleaſe; e' en beauty charms no more. 
Then from Amanda's cheek the roſes fly, 
 Huſh'd the ſweet voice, and clos'd the ſparkling eye; 
To dull oblivion ev'ry charm's reſign'd, 
What ftole the heart, and what enſlav'd the mind. 
| No more her faultleſs form ſhall beaux admire ; 
| No more her beauty tuneful bards inſpire ; 
| Snatch'd from th* admiring world, in youth's fair bloom, 
ll To the cold manſions. of the filent tomb. * 
Then, if to folly's ſhrine the fair one bow'd, 
If in her breaſt unlawful paſſions glow'd, 
Sad is her fate, doom'd to thoſe hideous plains, 
Where one unvary*d ſcene of mis'ry reigns. 
Virtue's, its own reward, by al! allow'd, 
And to be happy, needs but to be good. 
| Then ſhall the fair, who treads in virtue's ways, 
| And bids each action ſpeak her Maker's praiſe, 
| Sooner or later ſummon'd from this ſtage, 
Blooming in youth, or crown'd with hoary age, 
l Serenely ſmiling at th' approach of death, 
Without a ſigh, in peace reſign her breath; 
+ Her happy foul to realms celeſtial ſoar, 
While grief ſubſides, and troubles vex no more, 
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Ora YounG GENTLEMAN, who died in the Taventieth 
Year of his Age. 


HERE F lorio lies, who in his April morn, 


Had ſo much virtue, piety, and truth, 
That in the vicious age when he was born, 


His features only teſtified his youth, 


* She died in the 26th year of her age, 
While 


| | 
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While all admiring, gaz'd at worth fo rare, | ll 
Death darted by miſtake his fatal fting ; | | 
For ſeeing fruit ſo very ripe and fair, 
He took for Autumn what was only Spring.“ Wil 


ELEOIAc LinEs on the Death of a YounG Ladr, in 
the Twenty-firſt Year of her Age; by Miss SCOTT. 


— — U 


OH ever beauteous! ever dear! farewell, i | 
How much I lov'd, in vain the muſe would tell; : ll 
How vaſt my grief no language can impart, il 
Nor tell the anguiſh of my bleeding heart. ll 
While fancy dwells on thy untimely bier, | 
Still ſigh ſucceeds to ſigh, and tear to tear; 9 
Oh! fled for ever from theſe longing eyes, 
But fled, bleſt thought ! to thy congenial ſkies, | 
While loft in woe, o'er thy dear relics bend, 11h 
The Hopeleſs parent, and the hopeleſs friend ; lil 
Fond memory calls thy numerous virtues o'er, 

And dwells on charms they muſt behold no more, 


Fair as the firſt mild bloſſoms of the ſpring, | 
Sweet as the zephyrs balmy breathing wing; | 9 


The duteous daughter, and the friend ſtill dear, | 0 
The gentle mien, and oh !—the heart fincere; 1 
Alike averſe to flatt'ry or diſguiſe, | 

'Thus ſhone thy ſoul conſpicuous in thine eyes ; | 
Oh! fatal change, the ſource of daily pain, I 
That bids this boſom agonize in vain. | | 


62. | 
* This epitaph cloſes with a compliment on the deceaſed at the ex- | 
pence of truth ; for death (or rather God who appoints it) could not be | | 
miſtaken reſpecting his age, however great his acquirements might be. 


Ce While | 
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With thee how happy paſs'd the fleeting hours, 
How gay my ſoul, how vig'rous all her pow'rs ! 


While friendſhip ev'ry trifling joy endear'd, 


And nature all a paradiſe appear'd. 


No more ſhalt thou ſuſtain my drooping head, 


When death and danger hover round my bed; 
No more alas! thy ſoothing voice impart, 


The balm of pity to my wounded heart. 
No more ſhalt thou divide my ev'ry care, 


Sigh when I ſigh, and give me tear for tear; 


And make each joy more exquilitely dear. 


Oh! ye paſt ſcenes of ever new delight, 
For ever ye are vaniſh'd from my fight ; 
Yes—in the grave my lovely Celia lies, 

All mute her voice, for ever clos'd her eyes. 
All cold the tender hand wont to impart, 

The gift of bounty to the care- worn heart: 
Oh! cruel death !—but yet be calm my breaſt, 
Thy Celia triumphs now among the bleſt. 

Faith long had taught her gen'rous ſoul t' aſpire 
Above the vulgar flight of fond deſire ; | 
With ſteady eye thoſe bleſt abodes t* explore, 


Where guilt, grief, pain, and death intrude no more. 


Oh early pious! and oh early wile ! 
And early fled to thy congenial ſkies ! 
Pity me toiling in the arduous way, 


Where ſtrong temptations prompt my feet to ſtray. 


Yetarm'd like hee I truſt my trembling ſoul, 
Shall one day reach the ſame triumphant goal ; 
Landed in ſafety on that bliſsful ſhore, 

Not death itſelf ſhall e'er divide us more. 


An 
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An ELECIACc Poem on the Death of a GenTLEMAN, i# 


Hampſhire; by a ſympathizing friend. 


0 


« He taught us how to live, and (O ! too high 
« The price for knowledge ) taught us how to die.“ 


REVER'd Philander ! ſhall the ſorr' wing muſe, 
'The humble tribute of her lyre refuſe, 

To thee who ſmil'd upon her earlieſt lays, 

And warm'd her young ambition with thy praiſe ? 
No, Ever lov'd and honour'd! o'er thy bier 
Shall grateful friendſhip pour her holy tear; 
Deep graven on the tablet of her breaſt, 

Shall all thy radiant virtues live impreſt. 

O foe to pride, to vanity, to art ! 

Maſter of every charm that wins the heart; 

All views of intereſt, party, ſect, above, 

Still glow'd thy ſoul with univerſal love. 

From youth's warm bloom, to life's laſt awful hour, 
Tny ſoul ador'd Religion's ſov'reign pow'r ; 

That cheer'd thy ſpirit in the vale of death, 
Whilſt praiſe exhaulted thy laft fault' ring breath. 


All who like me thy worth ſuperior knew, 
Shall thy dear relics with fond tears bedew. 
And ye who o'er his urn in anguiſh bend, 
And mourn the tendereſt huſband, father, friend; 
To brighter ſcenes let faith direct your eyes, 
She ſaw his happy ſpirit gain the ſłkie ; 
She hears him now with hymning angels join, 
And ſwell the ſong to notes of love divine. | 
CES Let 
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Let anguiſh then to grateful tranſports turn , 
Let every breaſt with pious ardour burn, 
To tread with vig 'rous ſteps the path he trod, 
"Twill lead to him, to happineſs, and Gon. 


Oz a truly pious Woman, aged Thirty-ſeven; ache was 


richer in good works, than in gold that periſpeth. 


IN labour conſtant as the riſing day, 

Hardly ſhe liv'd, but in an honeſt way; 

Crown'd was her table with no ſumptuous fare, 
But ſweet each meal, for ſweet content was there; 
Her's what's ſo rarely found, that pious part, 

To live on little, with a thankful heart; 
Still thankful, e&'en when life's beſt bleſſings fled, 
And princely dainties had been bitter bread ; | 
Thro' zine long years by fore afflictions try'd, 
Patience grew perfect, and the ſuff' rer dy'd; 
Dy'd favour'd with expiring Stephen's view ;* 
Who would not thus bid this vain world adieu? 
She left her neighbours, relatives, the poor, 


No legacies of gold, ſhe left them more ; 


Left them a pearl not empires can ſupply, 
A good example how to live and die. 


* Acts vii. LL 
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ELEGIAC REFLECTIONS 


ON THE 


DEATH OF A YOUNG LADY. 


Behind the roſy bloom death loves to lurk, 
And ambuſh in a ſmile, | Dr, YouNGcy | 


7 
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HE conſideration of death has always been made uſe 


of, by the moraliſt and divine, as a powerful incen- 


tive to virtue and piety. From the uncertainty of life, 
they have endeavoured to fink the eſtimation of its plea- 


ſures; and if they could not ſtrip the ſeductions of vice of 
their preſent enjoyment, at leaſt to load them with the 
fear of their melancholy end. e 

Voluptuaries, on the other hand have, from a ſimilar 
reflection, endeavoured to enhance the value, and perſuade 
to the enjoyment of temporal delights, They have ad- 
viſed us to pluck the roſes which would otherwiſe ſoon 
wither of themſelves ; to ſeize the moments which we 
could not long command; and, ſince time was unavoida- 
bly fleenne, to crown its flight with joy. 

Of neither of theſe perſuaſives, whether of the moral 


or the licentious, the ſevere or the gay, have the effects 


been great. Life muſt neceſſarily conſiſt of active ſcenes, 
which exclude from its general tenor, the leiſure of medi- 
tation, and the influence of thought. The ſchemes of the 
buſy will nor be checked by the uncertainty of their ſucceſs; 
nor the amuſements of the diſſipated be either controuled 


Or 
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er imbitterd by the ſhortneſs of their duration. Even the 


cell of the anchorite, and the cloiſter of the monk, have 


their buſineſs and their pleatures ; for ſtudy may become 
buſineſs, and abſtraction pleaſure, when they engage the 
mind and occupy the time. A man may even enjoy the 
preſent and forget the future, at the very moment in 
which he is writing of the infignificancy of the former, and 
the importance of the latter. 

It were eaſy to ſhew the wi:dom and benignity of Pro- 


vidence. Providente appears truly wiſe and benign in 


all his works and ways; but it would be trite to repeat 
arguments too obvious not to have been often obſerved, 
and too juſt not to have been always allowed. 

But though neither the ſituation of the world, nor the 


formation of our minds, allow the thoughts of futurity or 


death a conſtant or prevailing efe& upon our lives, they 
may ſurely ſometimes, not unſeaſonably, preſs upon our 


imagination; even excluſive of their moral or religious 


uſe, there is a ſympathetic enjoyment which often makes 
it not only beiter, but more delightful, to go to the houſe 
of mourning, than to the houſe of feaſting“ 

Perhaps I felt it ſo, when, but a few days ſince, I at- 


tended the funeral of a young lady, who was ſnatched in the 


bloom of youth and beauty, from the arms of a tender 
and indulgent parent, Who well knew her worth, and now 
almoſt inconſolably mourns her loſs, I think I would not 
have exchanged my feelings at the time, for all the mirth 
which gaiety could inſpire, or all the pleaſures which 
luxury could beſtow. 


* Eccleſiaſtes, vii. 2. 
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Maria was in her zwwentieth year. She was truly 
ſenſible, without affectation, and agreeable in her perſon 
without pride; ſhe was reſpectful to her ſuperiors, affable 
to. her inferiors, modeſt in her behaviour, prudent in her 
conduct, religious in her ſentiments, charitable in her diſ- 
poſition, humble in her deportment, and polite to all. 
Like Marcia, heavenly fair! “ ſhe improved her charms, 
with inward greatneſs, unaiteted wiſdom, and ſanctity of 
manners.“ —She died of a fever, after a three days con- 
finement, as deſervedly lamented as beloved. 

It is by ſuch private and domeſtic diſtreſſes, that the 
ſofter emotions of the heart are moſt ſtrongly excited®. 
The fall of more important perſonages is commonly diſ- 
tant from our obſervation; but even where it happens un- 
der our immediate notice, there is a mixture of other feel- 
ings by which our compaſſion is weakened. The emi- 
nently great, or extenſively uſeful, generally leave behind 
them a train of interrupted views and diſappointed expec- 
tations, by which the diſtreſs is complicated beyond 
the ſimplicity of pity. On ſcenes of public ſorrow and 
national regret, we gaze as upon thoſe gallery - pictures 
which ſtrike us with wonder and admiration: domefic ca- 
lamity is like the miniature of a friend, which we wear in 


* . . 5 +. +. each moment plays 


His little weapon in the narrow ſphere 
Of ſweetdomeſtic comfort, and cuts down 
The faireſt bloom of ſublunary bliſs. 


Nicar THovucurTts. 
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our boſoms, and keep for ſecret looks and ſolitary enjoy- 
ment. "EE | 

The laſt time I ſaw Maria, was in the midſt of a crow- 
ded aſſembly of the faſhionable and the gay; where ſhe 
fixed all eyes by the gracefulneſs of her motion, and the 
native dignity of her mien; yet fo tempered was that ſu- 
periority which they conferred with gentleneſs and mo- 
defty, that not a murmur was heard, either from the ri- 
valſhip of beauty, or the envy of homelineſs, From that 
ſcene, the tranſition was ſo violent, to the hearſe and the 
pall, the grave and'the ſod, that once or twice my imagi- 
nation turned rebel to my ſenſes. I beheld the objects 
around me as the painting of a dream, and thought of Ma- 
ria as till living. Ns 5 

I was ſoon, however, recalled to the fad reality. The 
figure of her father, bending over the grave of his darling 
child; the filent ſuffering compoſure in which his counte- 
nance was fixed; the tears of his attendants, whoſe grief 

was light, and capable of tears ; theſe gave me back the 

truth, and reminded me that I ſhould ſee her no more. 
There was a flow of ſorrow with which I ſuffered myſelf 
to be borne along, with a melancholly kind of indulgence; 
but when her father dropped the cord with which he had 
helped to lay his Maria in the earth, its ſound upon the 
coflin chilled my very heart, and horror for a moment 
took place of pity! * 

It was but for a moment.—He looked eagerly into the 
grave; made one involuntary motion to ſtop the afiiſtanfs 
who were throwing the earth into it; then ſuddenly re- 
collecting himſelf, claſped his hands together, and threw 


up his eyes to heaven; while tears of parental ſorrows 
trickled 


. 
trickled down his cheeks.—I gave language to all this, 
It ſpoke a leſſon of faith, piety, and reſignation. 
I went away truly affected; but my forrow was neither 
ungentle nor unmanly ; I caft on hi, world a glance ra- 


ther of pity than of enmity; and on the aext, a look of 
humbleneſs and hope“. 


* Agreeable to a late eminent poet's advice, 
| Hope humbly then; with trembling pinions ſoar, 
Wait the great teacher Death; and God adore. 
What future bliſs, he gives not thee to know, 
But gives that hope to be thy bleſſing now. 
For man alone, Hope leads from goal to goal, 
And opens ſtill, and opens on his ſoul ; 
Till lengthen'd on to Faith, and unconfin'd, 
It pours the bliſs that fills up all the mind. Pork. 
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INTERESTING THOUGHTS 
ON THE 2 


CERTAINTY or DEATH. 


SOS 


Memento mori. 

S 
T is appointed unto men once to die; the ſentence 
is general; tis pronounced upon a/l/ the children 
of Adam; neither wealth, nor ſtrength, nor wiſdom, 
nor all the powers of this world, can exempt any one from 
this common general doom. From the firſt moment of 
our birth we are haſtening to our death; every moment 
brings it nearer to us“. The day will ſurely come, and 
God only knows how ſoon, of which we ſhall never ſee the 
night; or the night will come, when we ſhall never ſee 

the enſuing morning. | 

The day will certainly come, when thou, my ſoul, muſt 
bid an eternal farewell to this alluring world, and all that 


thou haſt admired therein ; and take thy journey to another 
country, where all, that thou ſetteſt a value upon here be- 


* Our birth is truly but our death begun, 
As tapers waſte the moment they take fire. 
Nicut THoucHTts. 


low, 
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low, will appear as nothing; yea, leſs than nothing and 


vanity : learn then to deſpiſe this tranſitory world and all 


its delights, with which thou muſt part ſo ſoon, whether 
prepared for it or not. 

As nothing is more certain and inevitable than death 
ſo nothing is more uncertain than the time, the place, the 
manner, and all other circumſtances of our death. ** O 
« my ſoul! ſaid a faint now in glory, thou muſt one day 
ce part with this mortal body: but when ſhall that day be? 
« Shall it be in winter, or in ſummer? In the city, or in 
the country? By day, or by night? Shall it be ſuddenly, 
or on notice given thee?” Alas! Of all this thou 
knoweſt nothing at all: only certain it is, that thou muſt 
die, and as it often happens, may be much ſooner than 
thou didſt expect. 

Now as death is ſo certain, and the time and manner of 
it ſo uncertain, it would be ſome ſmall comfort, if a man 
could die more than once, that fo, if he ſhould have the 
mis fortune once to die ill, he might repair the fault by 
taking more care a /econd time. But, alas! that is im- 
poſſible; for we can die but once: and when we have 
once ſet our feet within the borders of eternity, there is no 
coming back. If we die once well, it will be always well; 
but if once ill, it will be ill with us for ever. 


+ How ſhort is time! how ſwift our minutes fly! 
How juſt th? advice! prepare O man, to die. 
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> WRITTEN 
AMONG THE TOMBS. 


True as the Scriptures ſay, This life's a pan, 
The preſent moment is the liſe of man. 


SSS SO 


TI beauties of nature may pleaſe the eye, and july 


attract our admiration ; flowers may regale our 
ſmell, fruits may court our taſte, muſic may pleaſe our 
ears, and all our ſenſes may he alive to the various ſcenes 
preſented to our view; but the /au}, the rational and im- 


mortal ſoul of man, cannot be ſatisfied with any thing 


ſhort of ſpiritual enjoyments and celeſtial pleaſures, ſuita- 
ble to its nature, and eternal, as its exiſtence. 

What is the world with all its allyring ſcenes ? What 
are riches with all their golden charms ? What is gran-, 


deur with all its glittering titles, and nobility with all its 


pomp and oſtentation, to a dying man, on the borders of 
an eternal world, and expecting every moment to be ſum- 
moned to the bar of God? Truly wanity, and wexation 


of ſpirit. 
| The 
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The reflection, I muſt ſhortly die, and after death ap- 
pear before God in judgment, to be rewarded or con- 
demned, according to the deeds done in the body, whe- 
ther good or evil, is what I wiſh daily to inculcate and 
enforce on every ſon and daughter of mortality, as well as 
on myſelf; as a conſtant incentive to diligence in making 
our calling and election ſure, knowing the night of death 
cometh wherein no man can work. ; 

Every tomb-ftone round me, in this place of ſkulls, 
ſeems to addreſs me in the language of. inſpiration, Be ye 


alſo ready, for ye know nat the day nog abe hour when the 


Son of man cometh.—Yes, methinks I hear it reverbe- 


rated from ſepulchre to ſepulchre ; while I read the nume. 
rous inſcriptions preſented to my view, and obſerve the 
dates of many who are gone before me much younger 


than myſelf, I am naturally led to the enquiry, Am J 


prepared for my laſt great change? Am I fit to die? for 
ere another morn and I may be numbered with the moul- 
dering dead. Time is haſtening, and eternity approach- 
ing: I cannot tell what a day or an hour may bring forth. 
Oh! then let it be my ſolicitous concern, as well as my 
earneſt prayer, to believe on Jeſus Chriſt, who is the re- 
ſurrection and the life; in whom whoſoever believeth ſhall 


live though he die, and whoſoever liveth and believeth in 
him ſhall not die eternally*, 


G. w. 


* John iii. 16. xi. 26. 
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T H E 


Fears of DEATH happily Conquered ; 


OR, 
MEDITATIONS 1x a CHURCH-YARD. 


S 
% O Death! where is thy fling? O Grave! where is thy 
| victory? 


SOS 


5 Waren may be our 3 prejudices, and 
purſuits in this preſent world, death puts an end 
to them all. Like a tyrant, he often cuts us off in the 
moment of felicity, and while it may be we are flattering 
ourſelves with the vain and deluſive hopes of many happy 
years to come.“ 
Exult not too much young man, in the bloom of thy 
youth, leſt the hand of the deſtroyer pluck thee from the 
garden of pleaſure and delight, and leave thee to wither 
and decay, like the flower in yonder field, that has fallen 
beneath the ſcythe of the ſturdy mower. 


We labour and toil, in order to make the evening of, 


life ſupportable, by the poſſeſſions we accumulate in 
our youthful days; thus far there can certainly be no 


* Trite tho? th* advice, humanely till it cries; 
Time flies; death urges ; man decays and dies. 
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crime, as it is the duty of every individual to provide for 
his widow, his children, or neareſt connections; but let 
us not at the ſame time forget to provide for our immor- 
tal fouls, and their eternal welfare. 

Human life is not the ſeat of unmingled delight. We 
may compare it to a garden, in which roſes and nettles are 
promiſcuouſly ſcattered, and in which we often feel the 
ſting of the wounding nettle, while we enjoy the fragrance 
of the blooming roſe. Thoſe bowers of delight, entwined 
with the woodbine and jeſſamine, under, whoſe pleaſing 
umbrage we ſeek ſhelter from the noon-day {un, frequent- 


ly are the abodes of noxious inſets. Since life then is ſo 


uncertain ; ſince the moſt happy ſituation is not without 


its anxieties, care, and vexations, let us not live too much 


in dread of our own diſſolution, nor too violently lament 
the deaths of thoſe who may be near and dear tous. 
To find the happy medium in the commerce of his 
world, is not an eaſy taſk. Perhaps the moſt probable 
way to obtain it, is to preſerve a conſcience free from re- 
proach; to deal by others as we wiſh to be dealt by; to 
be ready to aſſiſt the poor and unfortunate to the beſt of 
our power ; to be content in our ſation, and not diſturbed 
by the empty parade of ambition, nor the falſe glare of 
grandeur. The perſons who arrive at that happy ſtate, 
will neither ſeek nor ſhun death ;* their life will be one 
continued ſcene of ſerenity and peace; which will not fail 


to ſupport them in the hour of calamity. 


* Be ſatisfied and pleas'd with what thou art, 

Act chearfully and well the allotted part; 

Enjoy the preſent hour, be thankful for the paſt; 
And neither fear nor wiſh the approaches of the laſt, 
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In che views of death, they will be calm and compoſed, 
ani whit patiently for that awful moment, in which they 


are to launch into the peaceful ocean of eternity; where 
no rude winds can ruffle them, where no roaring tem- 


: peſts are ever heard; but where peace, Joy, and tranguil- 


ty hold their dominion for ever and ever. 


HARK! from yon church, the clock with ſolemn ſound, 
Tells me how time purſues his conſtant round. 

Life on the wings of time flies ſwift away ;* 

My laſt will eme, and this may be the day. 

Each pain I feel, and ev'ry plaintive ſigh, 

What do they ſpeak ? this truth, .I ſoon muſt die.” 
Muſt die! Is this a zze/ancholy ſound ? 


| When endleſs life begins its bliſsful round ? 


'Thy poiſon'd arrow death! wounds not the heart, 
Which in the Saviour's blood can claim a part. 
May this bleſt hope (dear folace of my ſoul!) 
With heav'nly comfort all my fears controul: 
While faith points upwards to the bleſt abode 

Of ſaints and angels round the throne of God. 


* Well might a late eminent writer exclaim on the fwiftneſs. of 
time: 
60 How ſwift the ſhuttle flies that weaves thy ſnroud.“ 
Fr 11 W Niour-Tnovenrs. 
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Page $7, for. meane, in the note, read means. 
Page 65, for hou, in the gth line, read Thou. 
Page 120, for line 8, a all, read all a. 
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THE END. 


